Google 



This is a digital copy of a book that was prcscrvod for gcncrations on library shclvcs bcforc it was carcfully scannod by Google as part of a projcct 

to make the world's books discoverablc onlinc. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to cxpirc and thc book to cntcr thc public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subjcct 

to copyright or whose legał copyright term has expircd. Whcthcr a book is in thc public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 

are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, cultuie and knowledge that's often difficult to discovcr. 

Marks, notations and other maiginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journcy from thc 

publishcr to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing this resource, we have taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commcrcial partics, including placing lechnical rcstrictions on automated querying. 
We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use ofthefiles We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
person al, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrainfinm automated ąuerying Do not send automated querics of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machinę 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a laige amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attributłonTht Goog^s "watermark" you see on each file is essential for in forming peopleabout thisproject and helping them lind 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legał Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legał. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can'l offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liabili^ can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps rcaders 
discoYcr the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the fuli icxi of this book on the web 

at |http: //books. google .com/l 




600067602R 




,,.'.53 ,.., A 



■I 



600067602R 




LIZA. 



LIZA. 



By IVAN TURGUENIEF, 



■ W. R. S. RALSTON. 



IN rwo yOLUMES. 
VOI.. II. 






LONDON 
CHAPMAN AND HALL, 193, PICCADILLY. 

1865. 



JS-^- t- 3bi>. 



ŁONDOlf : 

rBIirTKD BY VIBTUE UID CO., 

CITT BOAD. 



XXVI. 

In the meantime the eyening had arriyed, 
and Maria Dmitrieyna eyinced a desire to 
return home. With some difficulty the 
little girls were tom away from the lakę, 
and got ready for the joumey. Layretsky 
said he would accompany his guests half- 
way home^ and ordered a horse to be saddled 
for him. Affcer seeing Maria Dmitrieyna 
into her carriage he looked about for Lemm; 
but the old man could nowhere be found. 
He had disappeared the moment the fish- 
ing was oyer. Anton slammed the carriage 
door to, with a strength remarkable at his 
age, and cried in a stem yoice, " Driye on, 
coachman ! '' The carriage set off. Maria 
Dmitrieyna and Liza occupied the back 
yoL. II. B 
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seats; the two girls and the maid sat in 
front! 

The eyening was warm and still, and the 
windows were open on both sides. Lavretsky 
rode close by the carriage on Łiza's side, 
resting a hand on the door — ^he had thrown 
the reins on the neck of his easily trotting 
horse — and now and then exchanged two 
or three words with the young girl. The 
eyening glow disappeared. Night came on, 
but the air seemed to grow even warmer 
than before. Maria Dmitrievna soon went 
to sleep ; the little girls and the maid ser- 
vant slept also. Smoothly and rapidly the 
carriage roUed on. As Liza bent forwards 
the moon, which had only just madę its 
appearance, lighted up her face, the fra- 
grant night air breathed on her eyes and 
cheeks, and she felt herself happy. Her 
hand rested on the door of the carriage by 
the side of Lavretsky's. He too felt him- 
self happy as he floated on in the calm 
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warmth of the night, never moying his eyes 
away from the gocwi young face, Kstening to 
the young voice, elear even in its whispers, 
which spoke simple, good words. 

It eyen escaped his notice for a time that 
he had gone morę than half of the way. 
Then he would not disturb Madame Kali- 
tine, but he pressed Łiza's hand lightly and 
said, " We are friends now, are we not P " 
She nodded assent, and he pulled up his 
horse. The carriage rolled on its way 
quietly swinging and curtseying. 

Lavretsky retumed home at a walk. The 
magie of the summer night took possession 
of him. Ali that spread around him seemed 
80 /wonderfully strange, and yet at the same 
time so well known and so dear. Far and 
near all was still — and the eye could see 
very far, though it could not distinguish 
much of what it saw — but undemeath that 
very stillness a young and flowering life 
madę itself felt. 
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Lavretsky'8 horse walked on yigorously, 
swinging itself steadily .to right and left. 
Its great black shadow moved by its side. 
There was a sort of secret charm in the 
tramp of its hoofs, somelhing strange and 
jfeyous in the noisy ery of the quails. The 
stars disappeared in a kind of luminous 
mist. The moon, not yet at its fuli, shone 
with steady lustre. Its light spread in a 
blue stream over the sky, and fell in a 
streak of vapourous gold on the thin clouds 
which went past close at hand. 

The freshness of the air called a slight 
moisture into Layretsky^s eyes, passed caress- 
ingly over all his limbs, and flowed with 
free cnrrent into his chest. He was con- 
scious of enjoying, and felt glad of that 
enjoyment. "Weil, we will live on still; 

she has not entirely deprived us " he 

did not say who, or of what. Then he 
began to think about Liza ; that she eonld 
Bcarcely be in love with Fanshine ; that if 
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he had met her under other circumstances 
— God knows what might have come of it ; 
that he understood Łemm'8 feelings about 
her now, although she had " no words of 
her own." And, moreover, that that waa 
not true; for she had words of her own, 
** Do not speak lightly about that," recurred 
to Lavretsky'8 memory. For a long time 
he rode on with bent head, then he slowly 
drew himself up repeating, — 

** And I liave bumt all that I ufled to worship, 
I worship aU that I used to bum " — 

then he suddenly struck his horse with his 
whip and galloped straight away home. 

On alighting from his horse he gaye a 
finał look round, a thankful smile playing 
inyoluntarily on his lips. Night — silent, 
caressing night — ^lay on the hills and dales. 
From its fragrant depths afar — ^whether 
from heayen or from earth could not be told 
— there poured a soft and quiet warmth. 
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Layretsky wislied a last farewell to Liza — 
and hastened up the steps. 

The next day went by rather slowly, rain 
setting in early in the morning. Lemm 
looked askance, and compressed his lips eyen 
tighter and tighter, as if he had madę a 
vow never to open them again. When 
Layretsky lay down at night he look to bed 
with him a whole bundle of French news- 
papers, which had already lain unopened 
on his table for two or three weeks. 
He began carelessly to tear open their 
covers and to skim the contents of their 
columnS; in which, for the matter of that, 
there was but little that was new. He was 
just on the point of throwing them aside, 
when he suddenly bounded out of bed as if 
something had stung him. In the feuille- 
łon of one of the papers our former ac- 
quaintance, M. Jules, communicated to his 
readers a "painful piece of intelligence." 
" The fascinating, fair Muscoyite/' he wrote, 
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'' one of the queeiis of fashion, the ornament 
of Parisian sahns, Madame de Layretski/' 
had died almost Buddenly. And this news, 
unfortunately but too true, had just reached 
him, M. Jules. He was, so he continuedy 
he might say, a friend of the deceased 

Łayretsky put on his clothes^ went out 
into the garden, and walked up and down 
one of its alleys until the break of day. 

At breakfast, next moming, Lemm asked 
Łayretsky to let him haye horses in order 
to get back to town. 

'' It is time for me to return to business, 
that is to lessons,'' remarked the old man. ** I 
am only wasting my time here uselessly." 

Łayretsky did not reply at once. He 
seemed lost in a reyerie. 

" Very good," he said at last ; " I will 
go with you myself." 

Befusing the assistance of a seryant, 
Lemm packed his little portmanteau, grow- 
ing peeyish the while and groaning over it, 
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and then tore up and bumt some słieets of 
musie paper. The carriage eame to the 
door. As Layretsky left his study he put 
in his pocket the copy of the newspaper he 
had read the night before. During the 
whole of the journey neither Layretsky nor 
Lemm said much. Each of them was ab- 
sorbed in his own thoughts, and each was 
glad that the other did not disturb him. 
And they parted rather coldly, an occur- 
rence which, for the matter of that, often 
occurs among friends in Kussia. Layretsky 
drove the old man to his modest dwelling. 
Łemm took his portmanteau with him as he 
got out of the carriage, and, without stretch- 
ing out his hand to his friend, he held the 
portmanteau before him with both hands, 
and, without even looking at him, said in 
Russian, " Farewell ! " " Farewell ! " echoed 
Layretsky, and told the coachman to drive 
to his apartments ; for he had taken lodgings 
inO. 
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After writiDg seyeral letters, and making 
a hasty dinner, he went to the Kalitines'. 
There he found no one in the drawing-room 
but Panshine, who told him that Maria 
Dmitrieyna would come directly, and imme- 
diately entered into conyersation with him 
in the kindest and most afiable manner. 
Until that day Panshine had treated Lav- 
retsky, not with haughtiness exactly, but 
with condescension ; but Liza, in describing 
her excursion of the day before, had spoken 
of Lavretsky as an excellent and clever man. 
That was enough ; the " excellent " man 
must be captiyated. 

Panshine began by complimenting Lav- 
retsky, giving him an account of the 
rapture with which, according to him, all 
the Kalitine family had spoken of Vasi- 
lievskoe; then, according to his custom, 
adroitly bringing the conversation round 
to himself, he began to speak of his occu- 
pations, of his views conceming life, the 
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world, and the service ; said a word or two 
about the futurę of Russia, and about the 
necessity of holding the Govemors of pro- 
rinces in hand; joked facetiously about 
himself in that respect, and added that he, 
among others, had been entrusted at St. 
Petersburg with the commission de popu- 
lariser tidie du cadastre. He spoke at 
tolerable length, and with careless assurance, 
Bolving all difficulties, and playing with the 
most important administratiye and political 
questions as a juggler does with his balls. 
Such expressions as, " That is what I should 
do if I were the Goyernment," and, " You, 
as an intelligent man, doubtless agree with 
me," were always at the tip of his tongue. 

Layretsky listened coldly to Panshine's 
eloquence. This handsome, clever, and un- 
necessarily elegant young man, with his 
serene smile, his polite voice, and his in- 
quisitive eyes, was not to his liking. 
Panshine soon guessed, with the quick 
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appreciation of the feelings of others which 
was peculiar to him, that he did not confer 
any special gratification on the person he 
was addressing, so he disappeared under 
coyer of some plausible excuse, haying madę 
up his mind that Layretsky might be an ex- 
cellent man, but that he was unsympathetic, 
" aigriy^ and, en somme, somewhat ridicnlous. 
Madame Kalitine arriyed, accompanied 
by GedeonoYsky. Then came Marfa Timo- 
feeyna and Liza, and after them all the 
other members of the family. Afterwards, 
also, there arriyed the lover of musie, 
Madame Belenitsine, a thin little womaii, 
with an almost childish little face, pretty 
but wom, a noisy black dress, a parti- 
coloured fan, and thick gold bracelets. 
With her came her husband, a corpident 
man, with red cheeks, large hands and feet, 
white eyelashes, and a smile which never 
left his thick lips. Bis wife neyer spoke to 
him in society ; and at home, in her tender 
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moments, she used to cali him " her suck- 
ing-pig/' 

Panshine retumed ; the room became 
animated and noisy. Such an assemblage 
of people was by no means agreeable to 
Lavretsky. He was especially annoyed by 
Madame Belenitsine, who kept perpetually 
staring at him through her eye-glass. If it 
had not been for Liza he would have gone 
away at once. He wanted to say a few 
words to her alone, but for a long time he 
could not obtain a fitting opportunity of 
doing 80, and had to content himself with 
foUowing her about with his eyes. It was 
with a secret joy that he did so. Never had 
her face seemed to him morę noble and 
charming. She appeared to great ad- 
yantage in the presence of Madame 
Belenitsine. That lady was incessantly 
fidgeting on her chair, working her narrow 
shoulders, laughing affectedly, and either 
all but closing her eyes or opening them 
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unnatorally wide. Liza sat still, looked 
straight before her^ and did not laugh 
at all. 

Madame Kalitine sat down to cards with 
Marfa Timofeeyna, Belenitsine, and Gedeon- 
OYsky, the latter of whom played very 
slowly, madę continual mistakes, sąueezed 
up his eyes, and mopped his face with his 
handkerchief. Panshine assumed an air 
of melancholy, and expre8sed himself tersely, 
sadly, and significantly — altogether after 
the fashion of an artist who has not yet had 
any opportunity of showing off— but in 
spite of the entreaties of Madame Belenit- 
sine, who coquetted with him to a great 
extent, he would not consent to sing his 
romance. Lavret8ky'8 presence embarrassed 
him. 

Layretsky himself spoke little, but the 
peculiar expression his face wore struck 
Liza as soon as he entered the room. She 
immediately felt that he had something to 
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communicate to her ; but, without knowing 
łierself why, slie was afraid of asking him 
any questions. At last, as she was passing 
into the iiext room to make the tea, she 
almost unconsciously looked towards him. 
He immediately followed her. 

"What is the matter with youP" she 
asked, putting the teapot on the 8amovar.* 

" You have remarked something, then ?" 
he said. 

"You are diflferent to-day from what I 
have seen you before." 

Layretsky bent over the table. 

" I wanted," he began, " to tell you a 
piece of news, but just now it is impossible. 
But read the part of this feuillełon which 
is marked in pencil," he added, giving her 
the copy of the newspaper he had brought 
with him. " Please keep the secret ; I will 
come back to-morrow moming.*' 

Liza was thoroughly amazed. At that 

* Um. 
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moment PansŁine appeared in the doorwaj. 
She put the newspaper in her pocket. 

"Have you read Obermann,* Łizayeta 
Mikhailovna ? " asked Panshine with a 
thoughtful air. 

Liza replied yaguely as she passed out 
of the room, and then went up-stairs. 
Lavretsky retumed into the drawing-room 
and approached the card table. Marfa Tirao- 
feevna flushed, and, with her cap-strings 
untied, began to complain to him of her 
partner Gedeonovsky, who, according to 
her, had not yet learnt his steps. " Card- 
playing," she said, "is evidently a very 
different thing from gossiping/* Mean- 
while Gedeonovsky never left off blinking 
and mopping himself with his handkerchief. 

Presently Liza retumed to the drawing- 
room and sat down in a comer. Lavretsky 
looked at her and she at him, and each 

* The sentimental' romance of that namef wńtten ty 
E. Piyert de Sónancour. 
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experieiiced a painful sensation. He could 
read perplexity on her face, and a kind of 
secret reproach. Much as he wished it, he 
conld not get a talk with her, and to 
remain in the same room with her as a 
merę yisitor among other yisitors was irk- 
some to him, so he determined to go away. 

When taking leave of her, he contrived 
to repeat that he would come next day, 
and he added that he coimted on her 
fnendship. " Come," she replied, with the 
same perplexed look still on her face. 

After Lavretsky'8 departure, Panshine 
grew animated. He began to give advice 
to GedeonoYsky, and to make mock love to 
Madame Belenitsine, and at last he sang 
his romance. But when gazing at Liza, 
or talking to her, he maintained the same 
air as before, one of deep meaning, with a 
touch of sadness in it. 

Ali that night also, Lavretsky did not 
sleep. He was not imhappy, he was not 
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agitated ; on the contrary, te was perfectly 
calm ; but he could not sleep. He was 
not eyen recalling the past. He simply 
looked at his present life. His heart beat 
firmly and eąnably, the hours flew by, he 
did not even think about sleeping. Only 
at times there came into his head the 
thought, " Surely this is not true, this is 
all nonsense.^' And then he would stop 
short, and presently let his head fali back 
and again betake himself to gazing into the 
stream of his life. 
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Madame Kalitine did not receiye Lav- 
retsky over cordially, when he paid her a 
yisit next day. " Ah ! he'8 making a 
custom of it/' she thought. She was not 
of herself disposed to like him very much, 
and Panshine, who had got her thoroughly 
under his influence, had praised him the 
eyening before in a very astutely dispa- 
raging manner. As she did not treat him 
as an honoured guest, nor think it necessary 
to trouble herself about one who was a rela- 
tion, abnost a member of the family circie, 
before half an hour had elapsed he went 
out into the garden. There he and Liza 
strolled along one of the alleys, while 
Lenochka and Shurochka played around the 
flower-plots at a little distance from them. 
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Liza was as ąuiet as usual, but morę thaii 
usually pale. She took the folded leaf of 
the newspaper from her pocket, and handed 
it to Layretsky. 

" That 18 terrible news," sbe said. 

Layretsky madę no reply. 

"But, after all, perhaps it may not be 
tnie." 

" That is why I asked you not to mention 
it to any one." 

Liza walked on a little farther. 

"Tell me," she began, "are not you 
sorry P — not at all sorry P" 

"I don^t know myself what I feel," 
answered Lavretsky. 

" But you loved her once P" 

"Idid." 

"YerymuchP" 

" Tes." 

"And yet you are not sorry for her 
deathP" 

" It is not only now that she has become 
dead for me." 
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"Tou are saying what is sinful. DonH 
be angry with me. You have called me 
your friend. A friend may say anything. 
And it really seems terrible to me. The 
expre88ioii on your face yesterday was not 
good to see. Do you remember your com- 
plaining about her not long ago P And at 
that very time, perhaps, she was already no 
longer among the living. It is terrible. 
It is just as if it had been sent you as a 
punishment." 

Layretsky laughed bitterly. 

" You think so ? — ^at all events I am firee 



now.'* 



Liza sbuddered. 

" Do not speak so any morę. What use 
is your freedom to you ? You should not 
be thinking of that now, but of forgive- 
ness ** 

" I forgaye her long ago/' interrupted 
Layretsky, with an impatient gesture. 

" No, I don't mean that," answered Liza, 



► 
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reddening; *'you haye not understood me 
properly. It is you who ought to striye to 
get pardoned." 

" Who is there to pardon me P" 

"WhoP Why God, Who can pardon 
U8 except GodP" 

Łayretsky grasped her hand. 

^* Ah ! Łizayeta Mikhailoyna ! " he ex- 
claimed, ^' belieye me, I haye already been 
pimished enough — I haye already expiated 
all, belieye me." 

^^ You cannot tell that," said Liza, in a 
Iow yoice. " You forget. It was not long 
ago that you and I were talking, and you 
were not willing to forgiye her." 

Both of them walked along the alley for 
a time in silence. 

"And about your daughterP" suddenly 
asked Liza, and then stopped short. 

Łayretsky shuddered. 

"Oh! don't disturb yourself about her. 
I haye already sent off letters in all direc- 
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tions. The fiitiire of my daughter, as you 
— as you say — ^is assured. Tou need not 
trouble yourself on that score." 

Liza smiled sadly. 

" But you are right," continued Layretsky. 
" What am I to do with my freedom — what 
use is it to me ?'' 

" When did you get this paper P " asked 
Liza, without answering his ąuestion. 

** The day after your visit/* 

** And have not you — ^have not you even 
shed a tear?'* 

" No ; I was thunderstruck. But whither 
should I look for tears ? Shoidd I ery over 
the past ? Why, all minę has been, as it 
were, consumed with fire. Her fault did 
not actually destroy my happiness ; it only 
proved to me that for me happiness had 
never really existed. What, then, had I to 
ery for ? Besides — who knows ? — ^perhaps 
I should have been morę grieved if I had 
receiyed this news a fortnight sooner/* 
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"A fortnight!" replied Liza. "But 
what can haye happened to make sucli a 
difference in that fortnight P " 

Layretsky madę no reply at first, and 
Liza suddenly grew still redder than before. 

" Tes, yes ! you łiave guessed it ! " unex- 
pectedly cried Lavretsky. " In the course 
of that fortnight I have leamt what a 
woman's heart is like when it is pure and 
elear ; and my past life seems eyen farther 
off from me than it used to be." 

Liza became a little imcomfortable^ and 
slowly tumed to where Lenochka and 
Shurochka were in the flower-garden. 

" But I am glad I showed you that news- 
paper/* said Lavretsky, as he foUowed her. 
" I have grown accustomed to conceal no- 
thing from you, and I hope you will confide 
in me equally in return." 

"Do you reallyP" said Liza, stopping 
still. " In that case, I ought. But, no ! it 
is impossible." 
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" What is it ? Tell me — tell me ! " 

" I really think I ought not. — ^Howeyer," 
added Liza, turning to Łayretsky with a 
smile, "what is the good of a half-confi- 
dence ? Do you know> I received a letter 
to-day P " 

"FromPanshineP" 

"Tes, from him. How did you guess 
thatP" 

" And he asks for your hand P " 

" Yes," replied Liza, looking straiglit at 
Lavretsky with serious eyes. 

Łayretsky, in his tum, looked seriously 
at Liza. 

" Weil, and what answer have you madę 
him P" he said at last. 

" I don't know what to answer," replied 
Liza, unfolding her arms, and letting them 
fali by her side. 

" Why P Do you like him P" 

" Yes, I like him ; I think he is a good 



man/' 
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''That ifl just what you told me three 
days ago, and in the yery same words. But 
what I want to know is, do you love him — 
love him with that strong, passionate feel- 
ing which we usually cali ' love ' P " 

'^ In the sense in which you understand 
the word — No." 

" You are not in love with him ?" 

" No. But is that necessary P " 

" How do you mean ? " 

^'Mamma likes him/' continued Liza. 
" He is good : I have no fault to find with 
him." 

" But still you waver P " 

" Yes — ^and, perhaps — ^you, your words 
are the cause of that. Do you remember 
what you said the day before yesterdayP 
But all that is weakness " 

** Oh, my child ! " suddenly exclaimed 
Layretsky, and his voice trembled as he 
spoke, " don't be fatally wise — donH stig- 
matize as weakness the ery of your heart, 
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unwilling to give itself away without love ! 
Do not take upon yourself so fearful a 
responsibility towards that man, whom you 
do not love, and yet to whom you would be 
about to belong/' 

** I shall only be obeying ; I shall be 
taking nothing upon myself," began Liza. 

"Obey yonr own beart^ then. It only 
will tell you the truth," said Lavretsky, 
interrupting ber. " Wisdom, experience — 
all that is mero vanłty and vexation. Do 
not depriye yourself of the best, tbe only 
real happiness upon eartb/* 

" And do you speak in that way, Fedor 
Ivanovich ? You married for love yourself 
— and were you happy ? " 

Layretsky clasped his hands above his 

4 

head. 

" Ah ! do not talk about me. You can- 
not form any idea of what a young, inex- 
perienced, absurdly brought-up boy may 
imagine to be love. Howeyer, why should 
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one calumniate oneself P I told you jnst 
now I had neyer known happiness. No ! 
I have been happy." 

" I think, Fedor Ivanovich," said Liza, 
lowering her voice — she always lowered 
ber Toice when she differed from the person 
she was speaking to ; besides, she felt con- 
siderably agitated just then — "our hap- 
piness on earth does not depend upon 
ourselves " 

"It does depend upon ourselyes — upon 
ourselyes : " here he seized both her hands. 
Liza grew pale and looked at him eamestly, 
but almost with alarm — *' at least if we do 
not ruin our own lives. For some people a 
love match may tum out unhappily, but not 
for you, with your calmness of temperament, 
with your serenity of soul. I do beseech 
you not to marry without loye. merely from 
a feeling of duty, self-denial, or the like. 
Ali that is sheer infidelity, and moreover 
a matter of calculation — and worse still. 
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Tmst my words. I have a right to say 
this ; a right for whicŁ I have paid dearly. 
And if your God " 

At that moment Łayretsky became aware 
that Łenoclika and Słinrochka were stand- 
ing by Łiza's eide, and were staring at him 
with intense astonishment. He dropped 
Łiza's hands, saying hastily, " Forgiye me," 
and walked away towards tbe bouse. 

" Tbere is only one tbing I bave to ask 
you," be said, coming back to Liza. " Don^t 
make up your mind directly, but wait a 
little, and tbink over wbat I bave said to 
you. And even if you don't beKeve my 
words, but are determined to marry in ao- 
cordance witb tbe dictates of merę prudence 
— -eyen in tbat case, M. Pansbine is not tbe 
man you ougbt to marry. He must not be 
your busband. You will promise me not to 
be basty, won't youP" 

Liza wisbed to reply, but sbe could not 
utter a single word. Not tbat sbe bad 
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decided on being "hasty" — but because 
her heart beat too strongly, and a feel- 
ing resembling that of fear impeded her 
breathing. 



XXVIIL 

As Lavretsky was leavmg the Kalitlnes' 
house he met Pansbine, with whom he ex- 
changed a cold greeting. Then he went 
home and sliut himself up in his room. 
The sensations he experienced were such as 
he had hardly ever known before. Was it 
long ago that he was in a condition of 
" peaceM torpor P" Was it long ago that 
he felt himself, as he had expressed it, " at 
the very bottom of the river ? '* What then 
had changed his condition P What had 
brought him to the snrface, to the light of 
day P Was it the most ordinary and inevit- 
able, though always imexpected, of oceur- 
rences— 4eath P Tes. But yet it was not 
80 much his wife's death, his own freedom, 
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that he was thinking about, as this — what 
answer will Liza give to Panshine P 

He felt that in the coiirse of the last 
three days he had begun to look on Liza 
with different eyes. He remembered how, 
when he was retuming home and think- 
ing of her in the silence of the night, he 

said to himself « If ! " This " if," by 

which at that time he had referred to the 
past, to the impossible, now applied to an 
actual state of things, but not exactly snch 
a one as he had then supposed. Freedom 
by itself was little to him now. " She will 
obey her mother," he thought. " She will 
many Panshine. But even if she refiises 
him — ^will it not be just the same as far as I 
am concemed P " Passing at that moment in 
front of a looking-glass, he just glanced at his 
face in it, and then shrugged his shoulders. 
Amid such thoughts as these the day 
passed swiftly by. The evening arriyed, 
and Layretsky went to the Kalitines. He 
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walked fast until he drew near to the house, 
but then he slackened his pace. Panshine^s 
carriage was standing before the door. 
** Weil/* thought Layretsky, as he entered 
the house. " I will not be selfish." No one 
met him in-doors, and all seemed quiet in 
the drawing-room. He opened the door, and 
found that Madame Kalitine was playing at 
piquet with Panshine. That gentleman 
bowed to him silently, while the lady of the 
house exclaimed, "Weil, this is an unex- 
pected pleasure,*' and slightly frowned. 
Łayretsky sat down beside her and began 
looking at her cards. 

"So you can play piquet?" she asked, 
with a shade of secret vexation in her voice, 
and then remarked that she had thrown 
away a wrong card. 

Panshine counted ninety, and began to 
take up the tricks calmly and politely, his 
countenance the while wearing a grave and 
dignified expression. It was thus, he thought, 
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that diplomatistfl ought to play. It was thus, 
in all probability, that he used to play with 
some influential dignitary at St. Petersburg, 
whom be wisbed to impress witb a fayour- 
able idea of bis solidity and perspicacity. 
'' One bundred and one, bundred and two, 
bearty bundred and tbree/' said tbe mea- 
sured tones of bis yoice, and Łayretsky 
could not tell wbicb it expres8ed-— dislike 
or assurance. 

" Can't I see Marfa Timofeevna P" asked 
Łayretsky, obserying tbat Pansbine, witb a 
stiU morę dignified air tban before, was 
about to sbuffle tbe cards ; not eyen a 
tracę of tbe artist was yisible in bim 
now. 

'^ I suppose so. Sbe is up-stairs in ber 
room," answered Maria Dmitrieyna. " Tou 
oan ask for ber." 

Łayretsky went up-stairs. He found 
Marfa Timofeeyna also at cards. Sbe was 
playing at Durachki witb Nastasia Gar- 

V0L. II. D 
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poYna. Eoska barked at łum, but both the 
old ladies received him cordially. Marfa 
Timofeeyna seemed in special good humoor. 

" Ah, Fedia ! " she said, " do sit down, 
there's a good fellow. We shall liave done 
our gamę directly. Will you łiave some 
preseryes P Shuroclika, give him the pot of 
strawbemes. Tou won't have any ? Weil, 
then, sit there as you are. But as to 
smoking, you mustn't. I cannot abide your 
strong tobacco; besides, it would make 
Matros sneeze." 

Łayretsky hastened to assure her that he 
had not the slightest desire to smoke. 

" Have you been down-stairs ?" asked the 
old lady. " Whom did you find there ? 
Is Panshine always hanging about there P 
But did you see Liza P No ? She was to 
have come here. Why there she is — as 
soon as one mentions her/' 

Liza came into the room^ caught sight of 
Łayretsky, and blushed. 
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" I liave only come for a moment, Marfa 
Timofeeyna," slie was beginning. 

"Whyfor a moment?" asked the old 
lady. " Why are all you yoimg people so 
restlessP You see I liave a yisitor there. 
Chat a little with him, amuse him." 

Liza sat down on the edge of a chair, 
raised her eyes to Layretsky, and felt at 
once that she coidd not do otherwise than 
let him know how her interview with Pan*^ 
shine had ended. But how was that to be 
managed P She felt at the same time con- 
fused and ashamed. Was it so short a time 
sińce she had become acquainted with that 
man, one who scarcely ever went to church 
even, and who borę the death of his wife 
80 equablyp and yet here she was already 
communicating her secrets to him. It was 
tnie that he took an interest in her; and 
thaty on her side, she trusted him, and felt 
herself drawn towards him. But in spite of 
all this, she felt a certain kind of modest 
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shame — ^as if a stranger had entered her 
pure maiden chamber. 

Marfa Timofeeyna came to her rescue. 

" Weil, if you will not amuse him," she 
said, " who is to amuse him, poor fellow P I 
am too old for him; he is too cleyer for me; 
and as to Kastasia Carpoyna, he is too old 
for her. It's only boys she cares for." 

"How can I amuse Fedor IvanovichP" 
said Liza. " I would rather play him some- 
thing on the piano, if he likes/' she con- 
tinued irresolutely. 

"That^s capital. Tou^re a clever crea- 
ture," replied Marfa Timofeeyna. "Go 
down-stairs, my dears. Come back again 
when you've done; but just nowhere Pm 
lefk the durachka* so I'm sayage. I must 
have my revenge." 

Liza rosę from her chair, and so did 

* In the gamę of duraehki, the player who remains 
the last is called the duraehok or durachka, diminutiYe of 
durakf a fool. The gamę somewhat resembles onr own 
« Old Bachelor " or " Old Maid." 
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Łayretsky. As slie was going down-stairs, 
Liza stopped. 

"What they say is tnie/' she began. 
'^ The Iiuman Iieart is fuli of contradictions. 
Tour example ought to łiave frightened me 
— ought to liave madę me distrust marrying 
for love, and yet I ^^ 

"Tou've refused himP" said Łayretsky, 
internipting her. 

"No; but I łiave not accepted him either. 
I told him eyerything — all my fęelings on 
tbe subject — and I asked him to wait a 
little. Are you satisfied?" she asked, with 
a sudden smile ; and letting her hand skim 
lightly along the balustradę, she ran down- 
stairs. 

*' What shaU I play you ? '* she asked, as 
she opened the piano. 

"Whateyer you like," answered Łayret- 
sky, taking a seat where he could look at 
her. 

liiza began to play, and went on for some 
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time without lifting her eyes from her 
fingers. At last she looked at Layretsky, 
and stopped playing. The expre88ion of his 
face seemed so strange and unusual to her. 

" What is the matter ?" she asked. 

"Nothing/' he repKed. "Ali is well 
with me at present. I feel happy on your 
account ; it makes me glad to look at you — 
do go on." 

" I think/' said Liza, a few minutes later, 
" if he had really loved me, he would not 
have written that letter ; he ought to have 
felt that I could not answer him just now." 

"That doesnH matter," said Layretsky; 
" what does matter is that you do not love 
him." 

" Stop ! What is that you are saying ? 
The image of your dead wife is always 
haunting me, and I feel afraid of you." 

" Doesn^t my Liza play well, WoldemarP" 
Madame Kalitine was saying at this moment 
to Panshine. 



> 
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"Tes," replied Fanshine, " eiceedingly 
weU/' 

Madame Kalitine looked tenderly at her 
young partner ; but Iie assumed a still morę 
important and pre-occupied look, and called 
fonrteen kings. 



Łavretsky was no longer a very young 
man. He could not long delude himself as 
to tlie naturę of tlie feeling witli which Liza 
had inspired łiim. On that day he became 
finally conyinced that he was in loye with 
her. That conyiction did not giye him 
much pleasure. 

"Is it possible," he thought^ "that at 
five-and-thirty I have nothing else to do 
than to confide my heart a second time to a 
woman'8 keeping ? But Liza is not like her. 
She would not haye demanded humiliating 
saorifices from me. She would not haye led 
me astray from my occupations. She would 
haye inspired me herself with a loye for 
honourable hard work, and we should haye 
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gone forward together towards some noble 
end. Tes/' he said, bringing his reflections 
to a close, " all that is very well. But the 
worst of it is that she will not go anywhere 
with me. It was not for nothing that she 
told me she felt afraid of me. And as to her 
not being in love with Panshine — ^that is 
but a poor consolation ! " 

Łayretsky went to Vasilievskoe ; but he 
could not manage to spend eyen four days 
there — ^so wearisome did it seem to him. 
Moreoyer, he was tormented by suspensę. 
The news which M. Jules had communicated 
reqiiired confirmation, and he had not yet 
received any letters. He retumed to town, 
and passed the eyening at the Kalitines'. 
He could easily see that Madame Kalitine 
had been set against him ; but he succeeded 
in mollifying her a little by losing some 
fifteen roubles to her at piquet. He also 
contriyed to get half-an-hour alone with 
Łiza^ in spite of her mother haying recom- 
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mended her, only the evening before, not to 
be too intimate witli a man '^ qui a un si 
grand ridicule" 

He found a change in her. She seemed 
to łiave become morę contemplatlye. She 
blamed him for stopping away; and she 
asked him if he would not go to church 
the next day — ^the next day being Suń- 
day. 

" Do come/' she continued, before he had 
time to answer. "We will pray together 
for the repose of her soul." Then she added 
that she did not know what she ought to do 
— ^that she did not know whether she had 
any right to make Panshine wait longer for 
her decision. 

" Why ?" asked Layretsky. 

"Because," she repKed, "I begin to 
suspect by this time what that decision will 
be/' 

Then she said that she had a headache^ 
and went to her room, after irresolutely 
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holding out the ends of łier fingers to 
Layretsky. 

The next day Layretsky went to moming 
seryice. Liza was already in the chnrch 
when he entered. He remarked her^ though 
she did not look towards him. She prayed 
feryently; her eyes shonewith a quietlight; 
quietly she bowed and lifted her head. 

He felt that she was praying for him also, 
and a strange emotion filled his soul. The 
people standing gravely around, the familiar 
feu^es^ the harmonious chant, the odour of 
the incense^ the long rays slanting through 
the windows, the very sombreness of the 
walls and arches — all appealed to his heart. 
It was long sińce he had been in church — 
long sińce he had tumed his thoughts to 
God. And even now he did not utter any 
words of prayer— he did not even pray 
without words ; but nevertheless, for a 
moment, if not in body, at least in mind, he 
bowed down and bent himśelf humbly to 
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the groimd. He remembered how, m the 
days of his childliood, he always used to 
pray in churcii till Łe felt on his forehead 
something like a kind of light touch. 
'*That," he used then to think, "is my 
guardian angel, yisiting me and pressing on 
me the seal of election/' He looked at 
Liza. "It is you who have brought me 
here/* he thought. " Touch me — ^touch my 
soul!'* Meanwhile, she went on ąuietly 
praying. Her face seemed to him to be 
joyons, and once morę he felt softened, 
and he asked, for another^s soul, rest — for 
his own, pardon. They met outside in 
the porch, and she received him with a 
friendly look of serions happiness. The 
sun brightly lit up the fresh grass in the 
churchyard and the many-coloured dresses 
and kerchiefs of the women. The bells of 
the neighbouring churches soimded on high; 
thesparrowschirpedonthewalls. Lavretsky 
stood by^ smiling and bare-headed ; a light 
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breeze played with his hair and Łiza's9 and 
witli the ends of Liza's bonnet-strings. He 
seated Liza and her companion, Łenochka, 
in the carriage, gaye away all the change he 
had about him to the beggars^ and then 
strolled slowly home. 



xxx. 

Thb days whlch followed were days of heavi- 
ness for Layretsky. He felt himself in a 
perpetual fever. Every moming he went to 
tlie post, and impatiently tore open his 
letters and newspapers ; but in nonę of them 
did he find anything which could either 
confirm or contradict that rumour, on the 
truth of which he felt that so much now 
depended. At times he grew disgusted with 
himself. "What am I," he then would 
think, "who am waiting here, as a raven 
waits for blood, for certain intelligence of 
my wife's death P" 

He went to the Kalitines' every day ; but 
even there he was not morę at his ease. The 
mistress of the house was eyidently out of 
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humour witŁ him, and treated him with 
cold condescension. Panshine showed him 
exaggerated politeness ; Łemm had become 
misanthropical, and Bcarcely even retumed 
his greeting ; and, worst of all, Liza seemed 
to avoid him. Whenever she happened to 
be left alone with him^ she manifested 
symptoms of embarrassment, instead of the 
frank manner of former days. On such 
occasions she did not know what to say to 
him; and eyen he felt confused. In the 
course of a few days Liza had become 
changed from what he remembered her to 
have been. In her movements, in her voice, 
eyen in her laugh itself, a secret \measiness 
manifested itself — something different from 
her former evenness of temper. Her mother, 
like a true egotist, did not suspect anything ; 
but Marfa Timofeevna began to watch her 
fayourite closely. 

Lavretsky often blamed himself for hav- 
ing shown Liza the newspaper he had 
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received ; he could not help being conscious 
that tŁere was something in his state of 
feeling wŁich must be repugnant to a very 
delicate mind. He supposed, moreoyer^ that 
the change which had taken place in liza 
arose from a struggle with herself, from her 
doubt as to what answer she should giye to 
Panshine. 

One day she retumed him a book — one 
of Walter Scotfs noYels — ^which she had 
herself asked him for. 

" Have you read it P" he asked. 

" No ; I am not in a mood for books jnst 
now," she answered, and then was going 
away. 

"Wait a minutę," he said. "It is so 
long sińce I got a talk with you alone. You 
seem afraid of me. Is it so ?'' 

« Yes.'' 

"ButwhyP" 

" I don't know." 

Layretsky said nothing for a time. 
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"Tell me," he began again presently; 
" liaven*t you madę up your mind yet ?" 

" Włiat do you mean ? " she replied, with- 
out lifting her eyes from the ground. 

" Surely you imderstand me ? " 

Liza suddenly reddened. 

" Don^t ask me about anytliiiig ! " she ex- 
claimed with animation. " I know nothing. 
I don't know myself." 

And she went hastily away. 

The next day Layretsky arriyed at the 
Kalitines' after dinner, and found all the 
preparations going on there for an evening- 
seryice. In a corner of the dining-room, a 
number of smali icons* in golden frames, 
withtamishedlittle diamonds in the aureolas, 
were already placed against the wali on a 
square table, which was covered with a 
table-cloth of imspotted whiteness. An old 
seryant, dressed in a grey coat and wearing 
shoes, trayersed the whole room deliberately 

* Sacred pictures. 
VOL. II. E 
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and noiselessly, placed two slender candle- 
sticks with wax tapers in them before the 
icons, crossed łiiinself, bowed, and silently 
left the room. 

The drawing-room was dark and empty. 
Layretsky went into the dining-room, and 
asked if it was any one*s name-day.* He 
was told in a whisper that it was not, but that 
a service was to be performed in accordance 
with the request of Lizaveta Mikhailovna 
and Marfa Timofeevna. The miracle-work- 
ing picture was to have been brought, but it 
had gone to a sick person thirty versts off. 

Soon afterwards the priest arrived with 
his acolytes — a middle-aged man, with a 
large bald spot on his head, who coughed 
loudly in the yestibule. The ladies imme- 
diately came out of the boudoir in a row, 
and asked him for his blessing. Layretsky 

* A Kussian keeps, not his birtliday, but his name- 
day — that is, the day set apart by the church in honour 
of the saint after whom he is called. 
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bowed to them in silence, and they as silently 
retiimed his greeting. The priest remained 
a little longer where he was, then coughed 
again, and asked, in a Iow, deep voice — 

Do you wish me to begin ? '' 

Begin, reyerend father,'' replied Maria 
Dmitrievna. 

The priest began to robę. An acolyte in 
a surplice humbly asked for a coal from the 
fire. The scent of the incense began to 
spread around. The footmen and the maid- 
seryantfl came in from the ante-chamber and 
remained standing in a compact body at the 
door, The dog Boska, which, as a generał 
rule, never came down-stairs from the upper 
story, now suddenly madę its appearance in 
the dining-room. The seryants tried to 
drive it out, but it got frightened, first ran 
about, and then lay down. At last a foot- 
man got hołd of it and carried it off. 

The seryice began. Layretsky retired 
into a corner. His feelings were strange 
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and almost painful. He himself could not 
well define what it was that he felt. Maria 
Dmitrieyna stood in front of the rest, with 
an arm-chair behind her. She crossed her- 
self carelessly^ langnidly, like a great lady. 
Sometimes she looked round, at others she 
suddenly raised her eyes towards the ceiling. 
The whole affair evidently bored her. 

Marfa Timofeevna seemed pre-occupied. 
Nastasia Carpovna bowed down to the 
groundy and raised herself up again^ with a 
sort of soft and modest sound. As for Łiza^ 
she did not stir from the spot where she 
was standing/ she did not change her posi- 
tion upon it ; from the concentrated ex- 
pression of her face, it was evident that she 
was praying uninterruptedly and fervently. 

At the end of the service she approached 
the crucifixy and kissed both it and the large 
red hand of the priest. Maria Dmitrieyna 
inyited him to take tea. He threw off his 
stole, assumed a sort of mimdane air, and 
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went into the drawing-room with the ladies. 
A conyersation began, not of a very lively 
naturę. The priest drank four cups of tea^ 
wiping the bald part of his head the while 
with his handkerchiefy stated among other 
things that the merchant Avoshnikof had 
given seven hundred roubles towards the 
gilding of the church's "cumpola/' and 
fayoured the company with an nnfailing 
cure for freckles. 

Łayretsky tried to get a seat near Liza, 
but she maintained her graye, ahnost 
austere air, and neyer once looked at him. 
She seemed intentionaUy to ignore him. A 
kind of seriousy cold enthusiasm appeared 
to possess her. For some reason or other 
Łayretsky felt inclined to smile, and to 
utter words of jesting ; but his heart was 
ill at ease^ and at last he went away in a 
state of secret perplexity. There was some- 
thingy he felt, in Łiza's mind, which he 
could not understand. 
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On another occasion, as Lavretsky was 
sitting in the drawing-room, listening to 
the insinuating tones of Gedeonoysky^s 
wearisome yerbiage, he Buddenly tumed 
round, he knew not why, and canght the 
deep, attentiye, inqiiiring look of Liza^s 
eyes. That enigmatical look was directed 
towards him. The whole night long Lav- 
retsky thought of it. His love was not like 
that of a boy, nor was it consistent with his 
age to sigh and to torment himself ; and 
indeed it was not with a feeling of a merely 
passionate naturę that Liza had inspired 
him. But love has its sufferings for every 
age — and he became perfectly acquainted 
with them. 



\ 
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' One day Layretsky was as usual at the 
Kalitines'. An overpoweringly hot after- 
noon had been foUowed by such a beautiful 
eyening that Madame Kalitine, notwith- 
standing her usual ayersion to a draugbt, 
ordered all the windows and the doors 
leading into the garden to be opened. 
Moreoyer, she announced that she was not 
going to play cards^ that it would be a sin 
to do so in such lovely weather, and that it 
was a duty to enjoy the beauties of naturę. 

Panshine was the only stranger present. 
Influenced by the eyening, and feeling a 
flow of artistic emotion, but not wishing to 
sing in Lavretsky's presence, he threw him- 
self into poetry. He read — and read well, 
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only with too much consciousness, and with 
needlessly subtle distinctions — some of Ler- 
montof 's poems (Pushkin had not then suc- 
ceeded in getting back into fashion). Sud- 
denly^ as if ashamed of his emotion^ he began^ 
in reference to the well-known Duma^ to 
blame and attack the new generation, not 
losing the opportunity which the subject 
aflTorded him of setting forth how, if the 
power lay in his hands, he would alter 
everything his own way. 

"Russia," he said, "has lagged behind 
Europę, and must be driven up alongside of 
it. We are told that ours is a young 
country. That is all nonsense. Besides, 
we have no inventive power. Ełomakof f 
himself admits that we have never inyented 
so much as a mousetrap. Consequently we 
are obliged to imitate others, whether we 
like it or no. 

* For the poem so-called, see notę at end of chapter. 
t A poety who was one of the leaders of the Slayophile 
party. 
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"*We are ill/ says Lermontof, and I 
agree with him. But we are ill because we 
have only half become Europeans. With 
that which has wounded us we must be 
CTired." ("i« cadaatrey' thougbt Lavretsky.) 
" Among us," he continued, " the best 
heads, łes meilleures tites, baye long been 
conyinced of this. In reality, all peoples 
are alike ; only introduce good institutions, 
and the affair is settled. To be surę, one 
may make some allowance for the existing 
life of the nation; that is our business, the 
business of people who are" (he all but 
said "statesmen") "in the public seryice; 
but, if need arises, don't be uneasy. Those 
institutions will modify that life itself." 

Maria Dmitrieyna admiringly agreed 
with him. "What a cleyer man to haye 
talking in my house ! " she thought. Liza 
kept silence, leaning back in the recess of 
the window. Layretsky kept silence too. 
Marfa Timofeeyna, who was playing cards 
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in a corner with her Mend, grumbled some- 
thing to herself. Panshine walked up and 
down the room, speaking well, but with a 
sort of suppressed malice. It seemed as if 
he was blaming, not so much a whole 
generation, as some indiyiduals of his ac- 
quaintance. A nightingale had madę its 
home in a large lilac bush which stood in 
the Kalitines' garden, and the first notes of 
its even-8ong madę themselves heard during 
the pauses in the eloquent harangue; the 
first stars began to kindle in the rosę- 
stained sky above the motionless tops of the 
limę trees. Presently Lavretsky rosę and 
began to reply to Panshine. A warm dis- 
pute soon commenced. 

Lavretsky spoke in defence of the youth 
of Russia, and of the capacity of the country 
to suffice for itself. He surrendered him- 
self and his contemporaries, but he stood up 
for the new generation, and their wishes 
and conyictions. Panshine replied inci- 
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sively and irritably, declared that clever 
people were bound to reform eyerything, 
and at length was canied away to such an 
extent that, forgetting his position as a 
Chamberlain, and his proper linę of action 
as a member of the civil service, he called 
Lavretsky a retrograde conservative, and 
alluded — very distantly it is trne — ^to his 
false position in society. Lavretsky did 
not lose his temper, nor did he raise his 
voice; he remembered that Mikhalevich 
also had called him a retrograde, and, at 
the same time, a disciple of Yoltaire ; but 
he calmly beat Panshine on every point. 
He proved the impracticability of reforming 
by sudden bounds, and of introducing 
changes haughtily schemed on the heights 
of official self-complacency — changes which 
were not justified by an intimate acquaint- 
ance with the country, nor by a living faith 
in any ideał, not even in one of negation, 
and in illustration of this he adduced his 



6o LIZA. 

own education. He demanded before every- 
thing else that the true spirit of the nation 
should be recognised^ and tbat it sbould be 
looked up to with that humility without 
which no courage is possible, not even that 
wherewith to oppose falsehood. Finally he 
did not attempt to make any defence against 
what he considered a deserred reproach, 
that of giying way to a wasteful and in- 
considerate expenditure of both time and 
strength. 

" Ali that is very fine ! '* at last exclaimed 
Panshine with vexation. "But here are 
you, just returned to Kussia ; what do you 
intend to do ? " 

"To cnltiyate the soil," replied Lavret- 
sky; "and to cultiyate it as well as 
possible." 

"No doubt that is very praiseworthy/' 
answered Panshine, " and I hear you haye 
already had great success in that linę ; but 
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you mnst admit that eyery one is not fitted 
for such an occupation '* 

" TJne naturę poiłiąue,^* said Marie 
Dmitrieyna, "certainly cannot go cultiyat- 

ing the soil et puis, it is your yocation, 

Yladimir Nikolaevich, to do everything en 
grand,'' 

This was too much even for Pansliine, 
who grew confused, and changed the conyer- 
sation. He tried to tum it on the beauty 
of the starry heaTens, on Schuberfs musie, 
but somehow his efforts did not prove 
successful. He ended by oflfering to play at 
piquet with Maria Dmitrievna. "What! 
on such an evening as this?'' she feebly 
objected ; but then she ordered the cards to 
be brought. 

Panshine noisily tore open a new pack; 
and Liza and Łayretsky, as if by mutual 
consent, both rosę from their seats and 
placed themselyes near Marfa Timofeevna. 
They both suddenly experienced a great 
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feeling of happiness, mingled with a sense 
of mutual dread, which madę them glad of 
the presence of a third person ; at the same 
time, tłiey both felt that the iineasiness 
from which they had suffered during the 
last few days had disappeared, and would 
return no morę. 

The old lady stealthily tapped Layretsky 
on the cheek, screwed up her eyes with an 
air of pleasant malice, and shook her head 
repeatedly, saying in a whisper, "You've 
done for the genius — thanks I '' Then all 
became still in the room. Nothing was to 
be heard but the faint crackling of the wax 
lights, and sometimes the fali of a hand on 
the table, or an exclamation on the score of 
points, and the song of the nightingale 
which, powerful, almost insolently loud, 
flowed in a great wave through the window, 
together with the dewy freshness of the 
night. 
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NoTE. — The foUowing is a tolerably literał translatioii 
of the poem of Lermontof s to which allusion is madę 
on p. 66, and which created no slight sonsation whon it 
first appeared, in the year 1838 : — 

A THOUGHT. 

SozTowfuUy do I look upon the presont generation ! 
Its futurę seems either gloomy or meaningloss, and 
meanwhile, whether under the burden of knowlodge or 
of doubt, it grows old in idleness. 

When scarcely out of the cradle, we reap tho rich 
inheritance of the errors of our fathers, and the results 
of their tardy thoughts. Life soon grows wearisome 
for usy like a banquet at a stranger*s festiyal, like a leyel 
road leading nowhere. 

In the commencement of our career we fali away 
without a struggle, shamefuUy careless about right and 
wTong, shamefully timid in the face of danger. 

So does a withered fniit which has prematurely 
ripened — attractive neither to the eye nor to the palate 
— ^hang like an alien orphan among blossoms ; and the 
hour of their beauty is that of its fali. 

Our intellect has dried up in the pursuit of fniitless 
science, while we haye been concoaling the purest of 
hopes from the knowledge of thoso who are noar and 
dear to us, and stifling the noble utterance of such 
sentiments as are ridiculed by a mocking spirit. 

We have scarcely tasted of the cup of enjoyment, 
but for all that we have not husbanded our youthful 
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strength. While we were always in dread of satiety, 
we have contrived to drain each joy of its best yirtues. 

No dreams of poetry, no creations of art, touch our 
hearts with a sweet rapture. We stiiigily hoard up 
within our breasts the last remnants of feeling — a 
treasure concealed by ayaiice, and which remains utterly 
unprofitable. 

We love and we hate capriciously, sacrificing nothing 
either to our animosity or to our affection, a certain 
secret coldness possessing our souls, eyen while a fire is 
raging in our yeinfi. 

The sumptuouB pleasures of our ancestors weary us, 
as well as their simple, childish diyersions. Without 
enjoying happiness, without reaping glory, we hasten 
onwards to the graye, casting nought but mocking 
glances behind us. 

A satumine crowd, soon to be forgotten, we silently 
pass away from the world and leaye no tracę behind, 
without haying handed down to the ages to come a 
single work of genius, or eyen a solitary thought laden 
with meaning. 

And our descendants, regarding our memory with the 
seyerity of citizens called to sit in judgment on an affair 
conceming the state, will allude to us with the scathing 
irony of a ruined son, when he speaks of the father who 
has squandered away his patrimony. 



"% 



XXXII. 

ŁiZA had not uttered a single word during 
the dispute between Łayretsky and Pan- 
shine, but sbe had foUowed it attentiyely^ 
and had been on Łayretsky^s side through- 
out. She cared yery little about politics; 
but she was repelled by the self-sufficient 
tonę of the worldly official, who had never 
ahown himself in that light before, and his 
oontempt for Bussia offended her. It had 
neyer occurred to Liza to imagine that she 
was a patriot. But she was thoroughly at 
her ease with the Bussian people. The 
Russian tum of mind pleased her. She 
would chat for hours, without thinking 
anything of it, with the chief of the yillage 
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on her mother's estate, when he happened 
to come into town, and talk with him as if 
he were her equal, without any signs of 
seigneurial condescension. Ali this Łay- 
retsky knew well. For his own part, he 
never would have cared to reply to Pan- 
shine ; it was only for Łiza's sake that he 
spoke. 

They said nothing to each other, and 
even their eyes but rarely met. But they 
both felt that they had been drawn closer 
together that evening, they knew that they 
both had the same likes and dislikes. On 
one point only were they at variance ; but 
Liza secretly hoped to bring him back to 
God. They sat down close by Marfa Timo- 
feeyna, and seemed to be following her 
gamę; nay, morę, did actually follow it. 
But, meantime, their hearts grew fuli 
within them, and nothing escaped their 
senses — for them the nightingale sang 
softly, and the stars bumt, and the trees 
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whisperedy steeped in slumberous calm and 
lidled to rest by the warmtli and softness of 
the summer nigHt. 

Layretsky gave himself up to its wave of 
fascination^ and his heart rejoiced witbin bim. 
But no words can expres8 tbe cbange tbat 
was being worked witbin tbe pure soul of 
tbe maiden by bis side. Even for berself it 
was a secret ; let it remain, tben^ a secret 
for all otbers also. No one knows, no eye 
bas seen or ever will see, bow tbe grain 
wbicb bas been confided to tbe eartb'6 
bosom becomes instinct witb vitality, and 
ripens into stirring, blossoming life. 

Ten o'clock struck, and Marfa Timofeevna 
went up-stairs to ber room witb Nastasia 
Carpovna. Lavretsky and Liza walked 
about tbe room, stopped in front of tbe 
open door leading into tbe garden, looked 
first into tbe gloaming distance and tben at 
eacb otber — and smiled. It seemed as if 
tbey would so gladly bave taken eacb 
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others hands and talked to their hearts' 
content. 

They retumed to Maria Dmitrieyna and 
Panshine, wliose gamę dragged itself out to 
an unusual lengtłi. At length the last 
**king'' came to an end, and Madame 
Kalitine rosę from her cushioned chair, 
sighing, and uttering sounds of weariness 
the włiile. Panshine took his hat, kissed 
her hand, remarked that nothing prevented 
morę fortunate people from enjoying the 
night or going to sleep, but that he must 
sit up till moming over stupid papers, 
bowed coldly to Liza — with whom he was 
angry, for he had not expected that she 
would ask him to wait so long for an answer 
to his proposal — and retired. Lavretsky 
went away directly after him, foUowing 
him to the gate, where he took leave of 
him. Panshine aroused his coachman, 
poking him in the neck with the end of his 
stick, seated himself in his droshky, and 
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drove away. But Lavretsky did not feel 
inclined to go home^ so he walked out of 
the town into the fields. 

The nigłit was still and elear, although 
there was no moon. For a long time Lav- 
retsky wandered across the dewy grass. A 
narrow footpatłi lay in his way, and he 
followed it. It led him to a long hedge, in 
which there was a wicket gate. Without 
knowing why he did so, he tried to push it 
open ; with a faint creak it did open, just 
as if it had been awaiting the touch of his 
hand. Layretsky found hiraself in a garden, 
took a few steps along a lime-tree alley, and 
suddenly stopped short in utter amazen^ent. 
He saw that he was in the Kalitines' 
garden. 

A thick hazel bush close at hand flung a 
black patch of shadow on the ground. Into 
this he quickly passed, and there stood for 
Bome time without stirring from the spot, 
inwardly wondering and from time to time 
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shrugging łds shoulders. ''This has not 
happened 'without some purpose/' he 
thought. 

Around all was still. From tłie house 
not the slightest sound reached him. He 
began cautionsly to adyance. At the comer 
of an alley all the house suddenly bnrst 
upon him with its dusky facade. In two 
windows only on the upper story were 
Hghts glimmering. In Liza'8 apartment a 
candle was buming behind the white bUnd, 
and in Marfa TimofeeYna's bed-room glowed 
the red flame of the smali lamp hanging in 
front of the sacred pictore^ on the gilded 
cover of which it was reflected in steady 
light. Down below the door leading on to 
the balcony gaped wide open. 

Layretsky sat down on a wooden bench, 
rested his head on his hand^ and began 
looking at that door and at Łiza^s window. 
Midnight sounded in the town; in the 
house a little clock feebly struck twelve. 



LIZA. 71 



The watcłunan beat the hour with quick 
strokes on his board. Łayretsky thought of 
nothing^ expected nothing. It was pleasant 
to him to feel himself near Liza, to sit in 
her garden^ and on the bench where she 
also often sat. 

The light disappeared from Łiza's room. 

" A ąuiet night to you, dear girl/' whis- 
pered Łayretsky, still sitting where he was 
without moying, and not taking his eyes off 
the darkened window. 

Suddenly a light appeared at one of the 
windowa of the lower story, crossed to 
another window, and then to a third. 
Some one was carrying a candle through 
the room. "Can it be Liza? It cannot 
be,*' thought Lavretsky. He rosę. A 
weU-known face glimmered in the dark- 
ness, and Liza appeared in the drawing- 
room, wearing a white dress, her hair hang- 
ing loosely about her shoulders. Quietly 
approaching the table, she leant oyer it, put 
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down the candle and began looking for 
something. Then slie tumed towards the 
garden, and crossed to the open door; 
presently her light, slender, white-robed 
form stood still on the threshold. 

A kind of shiyer ran over Lavret8ky'8 
limbs, and the word "Liza!" escaped all 
but inaudibly from his lips. 

She started, and then began to peer 
anxiously into the darkness. 

"Liza!" said Layretsky louder than 
before, and came out from the shadow of 
the alley. 

Liza was startled. For a moment she 
bent forward ; then she shrank back. She 
had recognised him. For the third time he 
called her, and held out his hands towards 
her. She passed out from the doorway and 
came into the garden. 

" You ! " she said. " You here ! " 

"I — I Come and hear what I 

have to say," whispered Layretsky; and 
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theiiy taking her hand, he led her to the 
bench. 

She followed him without a word ; but her 
pale face^ her fixed look, and all her moye- 
ments, testified her unutterable astonish- 
ment. Łayretsky madę her sit down on the 
bench, and remained standing in front of her. 

" I did not think of coming here/' he 

began. "I was led here I — I — I 

love you/' he ended by saying, feeling very 
neryous in spite of himself. 

Liza slowly looked up at him. It seemed 
as if it had not been till that moment that 
she imderstood where she was, and what 
was happening to her. She would haye 
risen, but she could not. Then she hid her 
face in her hands. 

*' liza I " exclaimed Layretsky ; " Liza ! " 
he repeated, and knelt down at her feet. 

A slight shudder ran oyer her shoulders ; 
she pressed the fingers of her white hands 
closer to her face. 
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" What is it ? " said Lavretsky. Then he 
heard a Iow sound of sobbing, and his heart 
sank witbin him. He imderstood the mean- 
ing of those tears. 

" Can it be that you love me ?" be wbis- 
pered, witb a caressing gesture of tbe band. 

" Stand up, stand up, Fedor Ivanovicb," 
sbe at last sncceeded in saying. ''Wbat 
are we doingP" 

He rosę from bis knees^ and sat down by 
ber side on tbe bencb. Sbe was no longer 
crying, but ber eyes, as sbe looked at him 
eamestly, were wet witb tears. 

" I am frightened ! What are we doing ? " 
sbe said again. 

" I love you," he repeated. " I am ready 
to give my wbole life for you." 

Sbe shuddered again, just as if sometbing 
bad stung ber, then sbe raised ber eyes to 
beayen. 

" That is entirely in tbe bands of Gh)d," 
sbe replied. 
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" But you love me, Liza ? We are going 
to be happy?" 

She let fali her eyes. He softly drew 
ber to bimself, and her head sank upon his 
shoulder. He 'bent his head a little aside, 
and kissed her pale lips. 

Half an honr later Łayretsky was again 
standing before the garden gate. He found 
it closed now, and was obliged to get over 
the fence. He retumed into the town, and 
walked along its sleeping streets. His heart 
was fuli of happiness, intense and unex- 
pected ; all misgiying was dead within him. 
" Disappear, dark spirit of the Past 1 " he 
said to himself. '' She loves me. She will 
be minę." 

Suddenly he seemed to hear strange 
triumphal sounds floating in the air aboye 
his head. He stopped. With greater gran- 
deur than before the sounds went clanging 
forth. With strong, sonorous stream did 
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they flow along — and in them, as it seemed 
to him, all his happiness spoke and sang. 
He looked round. The sounds came from 
the two upper windows of a smali house. 

" Lenun ! " he exclairaed, and ran up to 
the door of the house. " Lemm, Lemm ! '* 
he repeated loudly. 

The sounds died away, and tho form of 
the old man, wrapped in a dressing-gown, 
with exposed chest and wildly floating hair, 
appeared at the window. 

" Ha ! it is you/' he said, with an air of 
importance. 

"Christophor Fedorovich, what wonder- 
fal musie ! For heaven's sake let me in ! " 

The old man did not say a word, but 
with a dignified motion of the hand he 
threw the key of the door out of the win- 
dow into the street. Layretsky hastily ran 
up-stairs, entered the room, and was going 
to fling himself into Łemm's arms. But 
Łemm^ with a gesture of command^ pointed 
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to a ohair^ and said sharply in his incorrect 
Bussian, *' Sit down and listen/' then took 
his seat at the piano^ looked round with a 
proud and severe glance, and began to play. 

Lavretsky had heard nothing like it for 
a long time indeed. A sweet^ passionate 
melody spoke to the heart with its very first 
notes. It seemed all thoroughly replete 
with sparkKng light> fraught with inspi- 
ration, with beauty, and with joy. As it 
rosę and sank it seemed to speak of all that 
is dear^ and secret^ and holy, on earth. It 
spoke too of a sorrow that can never end, 
and then it went to die away in the distant 
heayen. 

Łayretsky had risen from his seat and 
remained standing, rooted to the spot, and 
pale with rapture. Those sounds entered 
very readily into his heart ; for it had just 
been stirred into sensitiyeness by the touch 
of a happy love, and they themselyes were 
glowing with lo7e. 
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" Play it again," he whispered, as soon 
as the last finał chord had died away. 

The old man looked at him with an 
eagle's glance^ and said slowly, in his 
native tongue, striking his breast with his 
hand, "It is I who wrote that, for I am 
a great musician/' and then he played once 
morę his wonderful composition. 

There were no lights in the room, but the 
rays of the rising moon entered obliquely 
through the window. The listening air 
seemed to tremble into musie, and the poor 
little apartment looked like a sanctuary, 
while the silvery half-light gave to the 
head of the old man a noble and spiritual 
expression. 

Layretsky came up to him and embraced 
him. At first Łemm did not respond to 
his embrace — even put him aside with his 
elbow. Then he remained rigid for some 
time, without moving any of his limbs, wear- 
ing the same severe, almost repellent, look 
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as before, and only growling out twice, 
'' Aha ! '^ But at last a chauge came over 
Łim, his face grew calm, and his head was 
no longer thrown back. Then, in reply to 
LaTret8ky's warm oongratulations, he first 
smiled a little^ and afterwards began to 
cry^ sobbing faintly^ like a child. 

" It is wonderful,*' he said, " your coming 
just at this yery moment. But I know 
everything — ^I know all about it." 

"You know eyerythingP*' exclaimed 
Łayretsky in astonishment. 

*'You have heard what I said/' replied 
Łemm. "Didn't you imderstand that I 
knew eyerything P " 

Łayretsky did not get to sleep till the 
morning. All night long he remained 
sitting on the bed. Neither did Liza sleep. 
She was praying. 



XXXIII. 

The reader knows łiow Layretsky had been 
brought up and educated. We wiU now 
say a few words about Łiza'6 education. 
Słie was ten years old when ber father died, 
who had troubled himself but little about 
her. Oyerwhehned witb business, constantly 
absorbed in the pursuit of adding to his 
income, a man of bilious temperament and 
a sour and impatient naturę, be never 
grudged paying for tbe teachers and tutors, 
or for the dress and the other necessaries 
required by his children, but he could not 
bear " to nurse his squaUers," according to 
his own expression — and, indeed, he never 
had any time for nursing them. He used 
to work, become absorbed in business, sleep 
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a little, play cards on rare occasions, then 
work again. He often compared himself to 
a horse yoked to a threshing-machine. 
" My life has soon been spent," he said on 
his death-bed, a bitter smile contracting bis 
lips. 

As to Maria Dmitrievna, she really 
troubled herself about Liza very little morę 
than ber busband did, for all tbat she had 
taken credit to herself, when speaking to 
Lavretsky, for baying educated ber children 
herself. She used to dress ber like a doli, 
and when yisitors were present, she would 
caress ber and cali ber a good child and 
ber darling, and tbat was all. Every con- 
tinuous care troubled tbat indolent lady. 

Dnring ber fatber's lifetime, Liza was 
left in the hands of a goyerness, a Mademoi- 
selle Moreau, from Paris ; but after his 
death she passed under the care of Marfa 
Timofeeyna. Tbat lady is already known 
to the reader. As for Mademoiselle Moreau, 
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she was a very smali woman, much wrinkled, 
and liaying tłie manners of a bird^ and the 
character of a bird also. In ber youtb sbe 
had led a very dissipated life; in ber old 
age sbe retained only two passions — ^tbe love 
of dainties and tbe love of cards. Wben 
ber appetite was satiated, and wben sbe was 
not playing cards or talking nonsense, ber 
countenance rapidly assumed an almost 
deatb-like expression. Sbe wonld sit and 
gazę and breatbe^ but it was plain tbat 
tbere was not a single idea stirring in ber 
mind. Sbe could not even be called good ; 
goodness is not an attribute of birds. In 
consequence eitber of ber friyolous youtb or 
of tbe air of Paris, wbicb sbe bad breatbed 
from ber cbildbood'8 days, tbere was rooted 
in ber a kind of uniyersal scepticism, wbicb 
usually found expression in tbe words, " Tout 
ca c^est des bótises." Sbe spoke an incorrect, 
but purely Parisian jargon, did not talk 
scandaly and bad no capńces — ^wbat morę 
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could one expect from a goyemess P Over 
Liza she had but little influence. Ali the 
morę powerful, then, was the influence 
exercised over the child by her nurse, 
Agafia Ylasieyna. 

That woman'8 story was a remarkable one. 
She sprang from a family of peasants, and 
was married at sixteen to a peasant ; but 
she stood out in sharp relief against the 
mass of her peasant sisters. As a child, she 
had been spoilt by her father, who had been 
for twenty years the head of his commune, 
and who had madę a good deal of money. 
She was singularly beautiful, and for grace 
and taste she was imsurpassed in the whole 
districty and she was intelligent, eloquent, 
and courageous. Her master, Dmitry 
Festof, Madame Kalitine's father, a quiet 
and reseryed man, saw her one day on the 
threshing-floor, had a talk with her, and 
fell passionately in love with her. Soon 
after this she became a widów. Pestof, 
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although he was a married man, took her 
into his house, and had her dressed like one 
of the hoTisehold. Agafia immediately 
madę herself at home in her new positlon, 
jnst as if she had never led a different kind 
of life. Her complexion grew fairer, her 
figurę became morę rounded, and her arms, 
under their musKn sleeves, showed "white 
as wheat-flour/' like those of a wealthy 
tradesman's wifo. The mmovar never 
quitted her table ; she would wear nothing 
but silks and velvets ; she slept on feather- 
beds of down. 

This happy life lasted five years; then 
Dmitry Pestof died. His widów, a lady of 
a kindly character, respected the memory of 
her late husband too much to wish to treat 
her rival with ignominy, especially as 
Agafia had never forgotten herself in her 
presenee; but she married her to a herds- 
man, and sent her away from her sight. 
Three years passed by. One hot summer 
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day the lady happened to pay a yisit to the 
cattle-yard. Agafia treated her to such a 
cool dish of rich cream, behayed herself so 
modestly, and looked bo clean, so happy, so 
contented with everything, that her mistress 
informed her that she was pardoned, and 
allowed her to return into the house. Be- 
fore six months had passed, the lady had 
become so attached to her, that she promoted 
her to the post of housekeeper, and confided 
all the domestic arrangements to her care. 
Thus Agafia came back into power, and 
again became fair and plump. Her mis- 
tress trusted her implicitly. 

So passed five morę years. Then misfor- 
tune came a second time on Agafia. Her 
husband, for whom she had obtained a place 
as footman, took to drink, began to absent 
himself from the house, and ended by steal- 
ing half-a-dozen of his mistress's silyer 
spoons, and hiding them, till a fitting 
opportunity should arise for carrying them 
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off, in his wife's box. The theft was found 
out. He was turned into a herdsman again, 
and Agafia fell into disgrace. She was not 
dismissed from the house, but she was de- 
graded from the position of housekeeper to 
that of a needle-woman^ and she was ordered 
to wear a handkerchief on her head instead 
of a cap. To every one's astonishment, 
Agafia borę the punishment inflicted on her 
with calm humiKty. By this time she was 
about thirty years old, all her children were 
dead, and her husband soon afterwards died 
also. The season for reflection had arrived for 
her, and she did reflect. She became very 
silent and very devout, never once letting 
matins or mass go unheeded by, and she gaye 
away all her fine clothes. For fifteen 
years she led a quiet, grave, peaceful life, 
quarrelling with no one, giving way to all. 
If any one spoke to her harshly, she only 
bent her head and retumed thanks for the 
lesson. Her mistress had forgiyen her long 
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ago, and had taken the ban off her — ^had 
eyen giyen her a cap off her own head to 
wear. But she herself refused to doff her 
handkerchief, and she would neyer consent 
to wear any but a sombre-coloured dress. 
After the death of her mistress she became 
eyen morę quiet and morę humble than 
before. It is easy to work upon a Russian^s 
fears and to secure his attachment, but it is 
difficult to acquire his esteem ; that he will 
not readily giye, nor will he giye it to 
eyery one. But the whole household es- 
teemed Agafia. No one eyen so much as 
remembered her former faults : it was as if 
they had been buried in the grave with 
her old master. 

When Kalitine married Maria Dmitrieyna, 
he wanted to entrust the care of his house- 
hold to Agafia; but she refused, '' on accoimt 
of temptation." He began to scold her, but 
she only bowed Iow and left the room. The 
shrewd Kalitine generally understood people ; 
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80 he understood Agafia's chariMjier, and did 
not lose sight of her. When he settled in 
town, he appointed her, with her consent, to 
the post of nurse to Liza, who was then jnst 
beginning her fiffch year. 

At first Liza was frightened by the serious, 
even severe, face of her new nurse ; but she 
soon became accustomed to her, and leamed 
to love her warmly. The child was of a 
serious disposition herself. Her features 
called to mind Kalitine's regular and finely 
moulded face, but her eyes were not like 
those of her father ; they shone with a quiet 
hght, expre8sive of an eamest goodness that 
is rarely seen in children. She did not care 
about playing with doUs ; she never laughed 
loudly nor long, and a feeling of self-respect 
always manifested itself in her conduct. It 
was not often that she fell into a reverie, 
but when she did so there was almost always 
good reason for it ; then she would keep 
silence for a time, but generally ended by 
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addressing to some person older than herself 
a ąuestion which showed that her mind had 
been working under the influence of a new 
impression. She very soon got over her 
childish lisp, and eyen before she was four 
years old she spoke with perfect distinct- 
ness. She was afraid of her father. As for 
her mother, she regarded her with a feeling 
which she could scarcely define, not being 
afraid of her, but not behaying towards her 
caressingly. As for that, 8he did not caress 
eyen her nurse, although she loyed her 
with her whole heart. She and Agafla 
were neyer apart. It was curious to see 
them together. Agafia, all in black, with a 
dark handkerchief on her head, her face 
emaciated and of a wax-like transparency, 
but still beautiful and expressiye, would sit 
erect on her chair, knitting stockings. At 
her feet Liza would be sitting on a little 
stool, also engaged in some work, or, her 
elear eyes uplifted with a serious expression, 
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listening to włiat Agafia was telling her. 
Agafia never told her nursery tales. With 
a calm and even voice, she used to tell her 
about the life of the Blessed Yirgin, or the 
lives of the hermits and people pleasing to 
God, or about the holy female martyrs. She 
would tell Liza how the saints liyed in the 
deserts ; how they worked out their salva- 
tion, enduring hunger and thirst ; and how 
they did not fear kings, but confessed Christ ; 
and how the birds of the air brought them 
food, and the wild beasts obeyed them ; how 
from those spots where their blood had fallen 
flowers sprang up. ("Werę they camations P" 
onee asked Liza, who was very fond of 
flowers.) Agafia spoke about thesie things 
to Liza seriously and humbly, as if she felt 
that it was not for her to pronounce such 
grand and holy words ; and as Liza listened 
to her, the image of the Omnipresent, Omni- 
scient God entered with a sweet influence 
into her very soul, filling her with a pure 
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and reyerent dread, and Christ seemed to 
her to be close to her, and to be a friend^ 
almost, as it were, a relation. It was Agafia 
aiso who taugbt ber to pray. Sometimes 
sbe awoke Liza at tbe early dawn, dressed 
ber bastily, and secretly conveyed ber to 
matins. Liza would follow ber on tiptoe, 
scarcely yenturing to breatbe. Tbe cold, 
dim moming ligbt, tbe raw air peryading 
tbe almost empty cburcb, tbe very secrecy of 
tbose iinexpected excur8ions, tbe cautious 
return borne to bed — all tbat combination 
of tbe forbidden, tbe strange, tbe boly, 
tbrilled tbe young girl, penetrated to tbe 
inmost deptbs of ber being. 

Agafia neyer blamed any one, and sbe 
never scolded Liza for any cbildisb fiaults. 
Wben sbe was dissatisfied about anytbing, 
sbe merely kept silence, and Liza always 
Tinderstood tbat silence. Witb a cbild'8 
quick instinct, sbe also knew well wben 
Agafia was dissatisfied witb otbers, wbetber 
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it were with Maria Dmitrieyna or with 
Kalitine himself. 

For rather morę than three years Agafia 
waited upon Liza. She was replaced by 
Mademoiselle Moreau; but the frivolons 
Frenchwoman, with ber dry manner and 
ber constant exclamation, Toui ca c^est des 
bitises! could not expel from Łiza'8 beart 
tbe recoUection of ber mucb-loved nurse. 
Tbe seeds tbat bad been sown bad pusbed 
tbeir roots too far for tbat. After tbat 
Agafia, altbougb sbe bad ceased to attend 
Liza, remained for some time longer in tbe 
bouse, and often saw ber pupil, and treated 
ber as sbe bad been used to do. 

But wben Marfa Timofeevna entered tbe 
Kalitines' bouse, Agafia did not get on well 
witb ber. Tbe austere eamestness of tbe 
former " wearer of tbe coarse petticoat'* * did 
not please tbe impatient and self-willed old 

♦ The Fanwniisay or wearer of the Panovna, a sort of 
petticoat madę of a coarse stuff of motley hue. 



LIZA. 93 

lady. Agafia obtained leave to go on a pil- 
grimage, and she never came back. Vague 
rumours asserted that she had retired into a 
schismatic convent. But the impression left 
by ber on Liza'8 heart did not disappear. 
Just as before, the girl went to mass, as if 
she were going to a festival ; and when in 
church prayed with enthusiasm, with a kind 
of restrained and timid rapture, at which 
ber mother secretly wondered not a little. 
Even Marfa Timofeevna, although she never 
put any constraint upon Liza, tried to in- 
duce ber to moderate ber zeal, and would 
not let ber make so many prostrations. It 
was not a lady-like habit, she sald. 

Liza was a good scholar, that is, a persever- 
ing one ; she was not gifted with a profound 
intellect, or with extraordinarily brilliant 
faculties, and notbing yielded to ber without 
demanding from ber no little exertion. She 
was a good pianistę, but no one else, except 
Łemm, knew bow much that accomplish- 
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ment had cost her. Sbe did not read much, 
and she had no " words of her own ; " but 
she had ideas of her own, and she went her 
own way. In this matter, as well as in per- 
sonal appearance, she may haye taken after 
her father, for he never used to ask any 
one's adyice as to what he should do. 

And so she grew up, and so did her life 
pass, gently and tranquilly, until she had 
attained her nineteenth year. She was very 
channing, but she was not conscious of the 
fact. In all her movements, a natural, some- 
what unconyentional, grace reyealed itself ; 
in her voice there sounded the silver notes 
of early youth. The sKghtest pleasurable 
sensation would bring a fascinating smile to 
her lips, and add a deeper light, a kind 
of secret tendemess, to her abready lustrous 
eyes. Kind and soft-hearted, thoroughly 
penetrated by a feeling of duty, and a fear 
of injuring any one in any way, she was 
attached to all whom she knew, but to no 
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one person in particular. To God alone did 
she consecrate her love— loving Him with a 
timid, tender enthusiasm. Until Layretsky 
oame, no one had troubled the calmness of 
her inner Kfe. 
Such was Liza. 



XXXIV. 

About the middle of the next day Lavretsky 
went to the Kalitines'. On his way there 
Le met Panshine, who galloped past on 
horseback, his hat pulled Iow over his eyes. 
At the Kalitines', Lavretsky was not ad- 
mitted, for the first time sińce he had madę 
acquaintance with the family. Maria Dmi- 
trieyna was asleep, the footman declared; 
her head ached. Marfa Timofeevna and 
Lizayeta Mikhailovna were not at home. 

Layretsky walked round the outside of 
the garden in the vague hope of meeting 
Liza, but he saw no one. Two honrs later 
he retnrned to the house, but received the 
same answer as before ; moreover, the foot- 
man looked at him in a somewhat marked 



LIZA, 97 

manner. Layretsky thought it would be 
unbecomiiig to cali three times in one day, 
80 he determined to drive out to Yasiliey- 
skoe, where, moreover, he had business to 
transact. 

On his way there he framed yarious 
plans, each one morę charming than the 
rest. But on his arrival at his aunfs 
estate^ sadness took hołd of him. He 
entered into conversation with Anton ; but 
the old man, as if purposely, would dwell 
on nonę but gloomy ideas. He told Lavret- 
sky ho w Glafira Petrovna, just before her 
death, had bitten her own hand. And then, 
after an interval of silence, he added, with 
a sigh, "Every man, harin batymhka* is 
destined to devour himself." 

It was late in the day before Lavretsky 
set out on his return. The musie h& had 
heard the night before came back into his 
mind, and the image of Liza dawned on his 

* Seigneur, £ather. 
V0L. II. H 
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Łeart in all its sweet serenity. He was 
touched by the thought that she loved him ; 
and he arriyed at his little house in the 
town, tranquillised and happy, 

The first thing that struck him when he 
entered the yestibule, was a smell of patch- 
ouK, a perfume he disliked exceedingly. He 
obseryed that a miniber of large trunks and 
boxes were standing there, and he thought 
there was a strange expression on the face 
of the seryant who hastily came to meet 
him. He did not stop to analyse his impres- 
sions, but went straight into the drawing- 
room. 

A lady, who wore a black silk dress with 
flounces, and whose pale face was half- 
hidden by a cambric handkerchief, rosę 
from the sofa, took a few steps to meet him, 
bent her carefully-arranged and perfumed 
locks — and fell at his feet. Then, for the 
first time, he recognised her. That lady 
was his wife ! 
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His breathing stopped. He leant against 
the wali. 

" Do not drive me from you, Theodore ! " 
she said in French ; and her voice cut 
him to the heart like a knife. He looked 
at her without comprehending what he saw, 
and yet, at the same time, he involimtarily 
remarked that she had grown paler and 
stouter. 

" Theodore 1 " she continued, lifting her 
eyes from time to time towards heaven, her 
exceedingly pretty fingers, tipped with 
polishednails of rosy hue, writhing the while 
in preconcerted agonies — "Theodore, I am 
guilty before you— deeply guilty. I will 
say morę — I am a criminal ; but hear 
what I have to say. I am tortured by 
remorse; I have become a burden to my- 
self; I can bear my position no longer. 
Ever so many times I have thought of 
addressing you, but I was afraid of your 
anger. But I haye determined to break 



100 LIZA, 

eyery tie with the past puis^ fai eU 

si maladc, I was so ill/' she added, pass- 
ing her hand across her brow and clieek> 
" I took adyantage of the report which was 
spread abroad of my death, and I left every- 
thing. Without stopping anywhere, I 
trayelled day and night to come here 
quickly. For a long time I was in doubt 
whether to appear before you, my judge— 
paraiłre devant vou8, monjuge; but at last I 
determined to go to you, remembering your 
constant goodness. I found out your address 
in Moscow. BeKeve me/^ she continued, 
quietly rising from the ground and seating 
herself upon the very edge of an arm-chair, 
" I often thought of death, and I could 
have found sufficient courage in my heart 
to depriye myself of life — ah ! life is an 
intolerable burden to me now — but the 
thought of my child, of my Kttle Ada, pre- 
yented me. She is here now ; she is asleep 
in the next room, poor child. She is tired 
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out. You will see her, won*t you P She, 
at all events, is innocent before you; 
and 80 unfortunate— 80 unfortunate ! " 
exclaiined Madame Łayretsky, and melted 
into tears. 

Łayretsky regained lii8 oonsciousne88 at 
last. He 8tood away from the wali, and 
tumed towards the door. 

" You are going away P " exclaimed his 
wife, in accents of despair. " Oh, that is 
cruel 1 without saying a single word to me 
— ^not even one of reproach ! This con- 
tempt kills me ; it is dreadful I " 

Łayretsky stopped. 

" What do you want me to say to you P" 
he said, in a hollow tonę. 

*' Nothing — nothing ! " she cried with 
animation. " I know that I have no right 
to demand anything. I am no fool, belieye 
me. I don't hope, I don't dare to hope, for 
pardon. I only yenture to entreat you to 
tell me what I ought to do, where I ought 
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to live. I will obey your orders like a 
slaye, whatever they may be." 

"I łiave no orders to give," replied 
Layretsky, in the same tonę as before. 
" You know that all is over between us — 
and more than ever now. You can live 
where you like; and if your allowance is 
too smali " 

" Ah, don't say such terrible things ! '' 
she said, interrupting him. " Forgiye me, 
if only — ^if only for the sake of this angel." 

And łiaying uttered these words, Varvara 
Pavlovna suddenly rushed into the other 
room, and immediately returned with a very 
tastefuUy-dressed little girl in her arms. 
Thick flaxen curls fell about the pretty little 
rosy face and over the great black, sleepy 
eyes of the child, who smilingly blinked at 
the light, and held on to her mother's neck 
by a chubby little arm. 

^^Ada, wis, c^est ton pkre/' said Varvara 
Pavlovna, removing the curls from the 
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cliild's eyes, and kissing her demonstratively. 
*'Prt€'le avec moi,** 

" C*eat Idy papa /" the little girl lispingly 
began to stammer. 

" Ouiy mon en/ant, rCest-ce pas que tu 
raimes ? " 

But the interyiew had become intolerable 
to Layretsky. 

** What melodrama is it just such a scenę 
occurs in P " be muttered, and left the room. 

Varvara Pavlovna remained standing 
where she was for some time, then she 
slightly shrugged ber sboulders, took the 
little girl baek into the other room^ un- 
dressed ber, and put ber to bed. Then she 
took a book and sat down near the lamp. 
There she waited about an bour, but at last 
she went to bed herself. 

" Eh bien, madame ? " asked ber maid, — a 
Frenchwoman whom she had brought witb 
ber from Paris, — as she unlaced ber stays. 

" £h bien, Justine ! " replied Varvara 
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Pavlovna. " He has aged a great deal, but 
I think he is just as good as ever. Give 
me my gloyes for the night, and get the 
grey dress, the high one, ready for to- 
morrow moming — and don't forget the 
mutton cutlets for Ada. To be sure it will 
be difficult to get them here, but we must 
try." 

*' A la guerre comme d la guerre ! ** re- 
plied Justine, and put out the light. 
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For morę than two hours Layretsky wan- 
dered about the streets. The night he had 
spent in the Buburbs of Paris came back 
into his mind. His heart seemed rent 
within hiniy and his brain felt yacant and 
as it were numbed, while the same set of 
evil, gloomy, mad thoughts went ever cir- 
cling in his mind. '' She is aliye ; she is 
here," he whispered to himself with con- 
stantlj recurring amazement. He felt that 
he had lost Liza. Wrath seemed to suffocate 
him. The blow had too suddenly descended 
upon him. How could he haye so readily 
belieyed the foolish gossip of a feutlleton, a 
merę serap of paperP "But if I had not 
belieyed it," he thought, "what would haye 
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been the difPerenceP I should not haye 
known that Liza loyes łne. She would not 
have known it herself." He could not drive 
the thought of his wife out of his mind.; 
her form, her voice, her eyes haunted him. 
He cursed himself, he curaed eyerytliing 
in the world. 

Utterly tired out, he came to Lemm'8 
house before the dawn. For a long time he 
could not get the door opened ; at last the 
old man's nightcapped head appeared at 
the window. Peeyish and wrinkled, his 
face borę scarcely any resemblance to that 
which, austerely inspired, had looked royally 
down upon Layretsky twenty-four hours 
before, from all the height of its artistic 
grandeur. 

"What do you want?'' asked Łemm. 
" I cannot play every night. I have taken a 

But Lavretsky's face wore a strange ex- 
pression which could not escape notice. 
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The old man shaded his eyes with his hand, 
looked hard at his nocturnal yisitor, and let 
him in. 

Layretsky came into the room and dropped 
on a chair. The old man remained stand- 
ing before him, wrapping the skirts of his 
motley old dressing-gown around him, 
stooping very much, and biting his lips. 

" My wife has come," said Layretsky, 
with drooping head ; and then he suddenly 
buTst into a fit of involuntary laughter. 

Łemm's face expressed astonishment, but 
he preseryed a grave silence, only wrapping 
his dressing-gown tighter around him. 

" I suppose you don't know," continued 
Layretsky. " I supposed — I saw in a news- 
paper that she was dead." 

" O — h ! Was it lately you saw that P " 
asked Lemm. 

" Yes." 

" O — h ! " repeated the old man, raising 
his eyebrows, " and she has come hereP" 
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" Tes. She is now in my house, and I — 
I am a most unfortunate man." 

And he laughed again. 

" You are a most unfortunate man," slowly 
repeated Lemm. 

" Christophor Fedorovicli/' presently said 
Layretsky, " will you undertake to deliver 
a notę ? " 

" Hm ! To whom, may I ask P " 

" To Lizav '' 

" Ah ! yes, yes, I understand. Very well. 
But when must the notę be delivered ?** 

" To-morrow, as early as possible/' 

" Hm ! I might send my cook, Katrin. 
No, I will go myself." 

"And will you bring me back the 
answer?" 

« I will." 

Lemm sighed. 

"Yes, my poor yoimg friend," he said, 
"you certainly are — a most unfortunate 
young man." 
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Layretsky wrote a few words to Liza, 
telling her of his wife^s arriyal, and begging 
her to make an appointment for an inter- 
view. Then he flung himself on the narrow 
sofa with his face to the wali. The old 
man also lay down on his bed, and there 
long tossed about^ coughing and swallowing 
mouthfuls of his łuane, 

The moming came ; they both arose— • 
strange were the looks they exchanged. 
Layretsky would have liked to have killed 
himself just then. Katrin the cook brought 
them some bad coffee, and then, when eight 
o'clock struck, Łemm put on his hat and 
went out, saying that he was to have given 
a lesson at the Kalitines' at ten o'clock, 
but that he would find a fitting excuse for 
going there sooner. 

Layretsky again threw himself on the 
oouch, and again a bitter laugh broke out 
from the depths of his heart. He thought 
of how his wife had driyen him out of the 
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house; he pictured to himself Liza's posi- 
tion, and then he shut his eyes, and wrung 
his hands above his head. 

At length Lemm retumed and brought 
him a scrap of paper, on which Liza had 
traced the foUowing words in pencil : " We 
cannot see each other to-day; perhaps we 
may to-morrow evening. Farewell." Lav- 
retsky thanked Lemm absently and stiffly, 
and then went home. 

He found his wife at breakfast. Ada, 
with her hair all in curl-papers, and dressed 
in a short white frock with blue ribbons, 
was eating a mutton cutlet. Varvara Pav- 
lovna rose from her seat the moment Lav- 
retsky entered the room, and came towards 
him with an expression of humility on her 
face. He asked her to foUow him into his 
study, and when there he shut the door and 
began to walk up and down the room. She 
sat down, folded her hands, and began to 
follow his moyements with eyes which were 



LIZA, III 

stiU naturally beautifiil, besides liaving their 
lids dyed a little. 

For a long time Layretsky could not 
begin what he had to say, feeling that he 
had not complete mastery over himself. 
As for his wife, he saw that she was not at 
all afraid of him, aithough she looked as if 
she might at any moment go off into a 
fainting fit. 

" Listen, Madame," at last he began, 
breathmg with diflSculty, and at times 
setting his teeth hard. " There is no reason 
why we should be hypocritical towards each 
other. I do not believe in your repentance ; 
but even if it were genuine, it would be 
impossible for me to rejoin you and live with 
you again." 

Varvara Pavlovna bit her lips and half 
closed her eyes. "That'8 dislike/* she 
thought. "It's all over. I'm not even a 
woman for him." 

" Impossible," repeated Layretsky, and 
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buttoned his coat. "I don't know why 
you have been pleased to honour me by 
coming here. Most probably you are out 
of funds." 

"Don't say that — ^you wound my feel- 
ings/' whispered Varvara Pavlovna. 

" Howeyer that may be, you are still, to my 
sorrow, my wife. I cannot drive you away, 
80 this is what I propose. You can go to 
Layriki — to-day if you like— and live there. 
There is an excellent house there, as you 
know. You shall have everything you can 
want, besides your allowance. Do you eon- 
sent?" 

Varvara Pavlovna raised her embroidered 
handkerchief to her face. 

" I have already told you," she said, with 
a nervou8 twitching of her lips, "that I 
will agree to any arrangement you may 
please to make for me. At present I have 
only to ask you — will you at least allow me 
to thank you for your generosity P" 
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" No thanks, I beg of you — we shall do 
much better without them/' hastily ex- 
claimed Layretsky. " Then," he added, 
approaching the door, " I may depend 
npon " 

"To-morrow I will be at Lavriki," re- 
plied Varvara Pavlovna, rising respectfiilly 

from ber seat. " But Fedor Ivanich " 

(She no longer familiarly called him 
Theodore). 

" Wbat do you wisb to say P" 

" I am aware tbat I bave not yet in any 
way deseryed forgiyeness. But may I hope 
tbat, at least, in time— " 

"Ab, Varvara Pavlovna," cried Lavret- 
sky, interrupting ber, "you are a clever 
woman ; but I, too, am not a fool. I know 
well tbat you bave no need of forgiyeness. 
Besides, I forgave you long ago ; but tbere 
bas always been a gulf between you and me." 

" I sball know bow to submit," answered 
Varvara Pavlovna, and bowed ber bead. " I 

voL. 11. I 
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have not forgotten my fault. I shonld not 
have wondered if I had leamt that you had 
even been glad to hear of my death," she 
added in a soft voice, with a sKght wave of 
her hand towards the newspaper, which was 
lying on the table where Lavretsky had 
forgotten it. 

Layretsky shiiddered. The feuilleton had 
a pencil mark against it. Varvara Pavlovna 
gazed at him with an expre8sion of even 
greater himiility than before on her face. 
She looked very handsome at that moment. 
Her grey dress, madę by a Parisian milliner, 
fitted closely to her pKant figurę, which 
seemed almost like that of a girl of seven- 
teen. Her soft and slender neck, circled by 
a white collar, her bosom's gentle movement 
imder the influence of her steady breathing, 
her arms and hands, on which she wore 
neither bracelets nor rings, her whole figurę, 
from her lustrous hair to the lip of the 
scarcely yisible bottine, all was so artistic ! 
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Layretsky eyed her with a look of hate, 
feeling hardly able to abstain from crying 
hrava^ hardly able to abstain from striking 
her down — and went away. 

An hour later he was already on the road 
to Yasilieyskoe, and two hours later Varvara 
Pavlovna ordered the best carriage on hire 
in the town to be got for her, put on a 
simple straw hat with a black yeil, and a 
modest mantilla, left Justine in charge of 
Ada, and went to the Kalitines'. From the 
inquiries Justine had madę, Madame Łayret- 
sky had leamt that her husband was in the 
habit of going there every day. 
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The day on which Layretsky^s wife amved 
in O. — a sad day for him — ^was also a day 
of trial for Liza. Before she had had time 
to go down-stairs and say good moming to 
her motlier, the sound of a horse^s hoofs was 
heard undemeath the window, and, with a 
secret feeling of alarm, she saw Panshine 
ride into the court-yard. " It is to get a 
definite answer that he has come so early," 
she thought ; and she was not deceiyed. 
After taking a tum through the drawing- 
room, he proposed to go into the garden with 
her ; and when there he asked her how his 
fate was to be decided. 

Liza summoned np her courage, and told 
him that she could not be his wife. He lis- 



% 



LIZA, 117 

tened to all she had to say, tuming himself 
a little aside, with his hat pressed down over 
his eyes. Then> with perfect poKteness, but 
in an altered tonę, he asked her if that was 
her finał decision, and whether he had not, 
in some way or other, been the cause of such 
a change in her ideas. Then he covered his 
eyes with his hand for a moment, breathed 
one quick sigh, and took his hand away 
from his face. 

" I wanted not to folio w the beaten track,'* 
he said sadly ; " I wanted to choose a com- 
panion for myself, according to the dictates 
of my heart. But I see that is not to be. 
So farewell to my fancy ! " 

He madę Liza a Iow bow, and went back 
into the house. 

She hoped he would go away directiy ; but 
he went to her mother's boudoir, and re- 
mained an hour with her. As he was leaving 
the house, he said to Liza, " Votre mhre voh8 
appelle : Adieu d jamais /" then he got on 
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his horse, and immediately set off at fuU 
gallop. 

On going to her motlier*s room, Liza 
found her in tears. Fanshine had told her 
about his failure. 

" Why should you kill me P Why should 
you kill meP" Thus did the mortified widów 
bcgin her complaint. **What better man 
do you want P Why is he not fit to be your 
husbandP A Chamberlain! and so disin- 
terested! Why, at Petersburg he might 
marry any of the maids of honour ! And I 
— I had so longed for it. And how long is 
it sińce you changed your mind about him P 
Wherever has this cloud blown from P — ^for 
it has never come of its own accord. Surely 
it isn't that wiseacreP A pretty adyiser 
you have found, if that'8 the case ! '* 

" And as for him, my poor, dear friend," 
continued Maria Dmitrievna, " how respect- 
ful he was, how attentive, even in the midst 
of his sorrow ! He has promised not to desert 
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me. Oh, I słiall never be able to bear this ! 
Oh, my head is beginning to ache dreadfully ! 
Send Palashka here. You will kill me, if 
you don't think better of it. Do you hearP" 
And then, after having told Liza two or 
three times that she was ungrateful, Maria 
Dmitrieyna let her go away. 

Liza went to her room. But before she 
had had a momenfs breathing-time after her 
scenę with Panshine and with her mother, 
another storm burst upon her, and that 
from the quarter &om which she least ex- 
pected it. 

Marfa Timofeevna suddenly came into her 
room, and immediately shut the door after 
her. The old lady's face was pale ; her cap 
was all awry ; her eyes were flashing, her 
lips quivering. Liza was lost in astonish- 
ment. She had never seen her shrewd and 
steady aunt in such a state before. 

" Very good, young lady ! '* Marfa Timo- 
feevna began to whisper, with a broken 
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and trembling voice. " Very good ! Only 

who taught you that, my mother Give 

me some water ; I caii't speak." 

" Do be calm, aunt. What is the matter ?" 
said Liza, gi^ing her a glass of water. 
" Why, I thought you didn't Kke M. Pan- 
shine yourself." 

Marfa Timofeeyna pushed the glass away. 
" I can't drink it. I should knock out my 
last teeth, if I tried. What has Panshine 
to do with itP Whateyer have we to do 
with Panshine P Much better tell me who 
taught you to make appointments with 
people at night. Eh, my mother ! *' 

Liza turned very pale. 

*' Don't try to deny it, please," continued 
Marfa Timofeevna. " Shurochka saw it all 
herself, and told me. I've had to forbid her 
chattering, but she never tells lies." 

" I am not going to deny it, aunt," said 
Liza, in a scarcely audible voice. 

" Ah, ah ! Then it is so, my mother. 
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You madę an appointmeiit with him, that 
old sinner, that remarkably sweet creature !" 

" No." 

" How was it, then P " 

" I came down to the drawing-room to 
look for a book. He was out in the garden ; 
and he called me." 

" And you went P Very good, indeed ! 
Perhaps you Iove him, then P " 

" I do love him," said Liza quietly. 

" Oh, my mothers ! She does Iove him t" 
Herę Marfa Timofeevna took oflf her cap. 
" She loves a married man ! Eh P Loyes 
him ! " 

*' He had told me " began Liza. 

" What he had told you, this Kttle hawk P 
Eh, what P " 

" He had told me that his wife was dead." 

Marfa Timofeevna madę the sign of the 
cross. ** The kingdom of heaven be to her," 
she whispered. '' She was a frivolous woman. 
But don^t let^s think about that. So thafs 
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how it is. I see, he*s a widower. Oh yes, 
he's going ahead. He has killed one wife, 
and now he's after a second. A nice sort 
of person he is, to be surę. But, niecę, let 
me tell you this, in my young days things 
of this kind used to tum out very badly 
for girls. Don't be angry with me, my 
mother. It's only fools who are angry with 
the truth. IVe even told them not to let 
him in to see me to-day. I love him, but I 
shall never forgiye him for this. So he is a 
widower ! Give me some water. But as to 
your putting Panshine's nose out of joint, 
why I think you're a good girl for that. But 
don't go sitting out at night with men crea- 
tures. Don't make me wretched in my old 
age, and remember I'm not altogether given 

over to fondling. I can bite, too A 

widower ! " 

Marfa Timofeevna went away, and Liza 
sat down in a comer, and cried a long time. 
Her heart was heavy within her. She had 
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not deserved to be so humiliated. It was 
not in a joyous manner that loye had madę 
itself known to her. It was for the second 
time sińce yesterday moming that she was 
erying now. This new and unlooked-for 
feeling had only just sprung into Kfe within 
her heart, and already how dearly had she 
had to pay for it, how roughly had other 
hands dealt with her treasured secret ! 
She felt ashamed, and hurt, and unhappy ; 
but neither doubt nor fear troubled her, and 
Lavretsky became only still dearer to her. 
She had hesitated so long as she was not 
surę of her own feelings ; but after that 

interyiew, after that kiss she could no 

longer hesitate. She knew now that she 
loved, and that she loved eamestly, honestly ; 
she knew that her's was a firm attachment^ 
one which would last for her whole life. As 
for threats, she did not fear them. She felt 
that this tie was one which no yiolence 
could break. 



XXXVII. 

Maria Dmitrievna was greatly embarrassed 
when she was informed that Madame Lav- 
retsky was at the door. She did not even 
know whether she onght to receive her, 
being afraid of oflfending Lavretsky; but at 
last curiosity prevailed. "After all/' she 
thought, " she is a relation, too.*' So she 
seated herself in an easy chair, and said to 
the footman, " Show her in." 

A few minutes went by, then the door 
was thrown open, and Yaryara Pavlovna, 
with a swift and almost noiseless step, came 
up to Maria Dmitrieyna, and, without giving 
her time to rise from her chair, almost went 
down upon her knees before her. 

" Thank you, aunt," she began in Rus- 
sian, speaking softly, but in a tonę of deep 
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emotlon. ** Thank you ; I had not even 
dared to hope that you would condescend so 
far. You are an angel of goodness." 

Having said this, Varvara PavIovna un- 
expectedly laid hołd of one of Maria Dmi- 
trievna's hands, gently pressed it between 
her pale-lilac Jouvin's gloyes, and then 
lifted it respectfuUy to her pouting, rosy 
lips. Maria Dmitrievna was entirely car- 
ried away by the sight of such a handsome 
and exquisitely dressed woman almost at 
her feet, and did not know what position 
to assume. She felt half inclined to draw 
back her hand, half incKned to make her 
yisitor sit down, and to say something affec- 
tionate to her. She ended by rising from 
her chair and kissing Yarvara'8 smooth and 
perfumed forehead. 

Varvara appeared to be totally overcome 
by that kiss. 

"How do you do? bonjour,** said Maria 
Dmitrieyna. " I never imagined how- 
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ever, I'm really delighted to see you. You 
will understand, my dear, it is not my 
business to be judge between a man and his 
wife." 

" My husband is entirely in the right/' 
said Varvara Pavlovna, interrupting ber. 
" I alone am to blame." 

"Those are very praiseworthy senti- 
ments, very/' said Maria Dmitrievna. " Is 
it long sińce you arrived ? Have you seen 
him ? But do sit down." 

" I arrived yesterday," answered Varvara 
Pavlovna, sitting herself on a cbair in an 
attitude expressive of bumility. "I have 
seen my husband, and I have spoken with 
him." 

" Ah ! WeU, and what did he say ? " 

"I was afraid that my coming so sud- 
denly might make him angry," continued 
Varvara Pavlovna ; " but he did not refuse 
to see me." 

" That is to say, he has not Yes, 
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yes, I understand," said Maria Dmitrievna. 
" It 18 only outwardly that he seems a little 
rough ; his heart is reaUy soft." 

" Fedor Ivanovich has not pardoned me. 
He did not want to listen to me. But he 
has been good enough to let me have Lav- 
riki to live in." 

" Ah, a lovely place ! " 

" I shall set off there to-morrow, accord- 
ing to his desire. But I considered it a 
duty to pay you a visit first." 

" I am very, very much obliged to you, 
my dear. One ought never to forget one*s 
relatioDS. But, do you know, I am astonished 
at your speaking Eussian so well. C^e%t 
ótonnant,^' 

Varvara Pavlovna smiled. 

"I have been too long abroad, Maria 
Dmitrieyna, I am well aware of that. But 
my heart has always been Eussian, and I 
have not forgotten my native land." 

"Tes, yes. There'8 nothing like that. 
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Tour husband certainly didii^t expect you 
in the least. Yes, trust my experience — 
la patńe avant tout. Oh ! please let me ! 
What a charming mantilla you have on ! " 

"Do you like it?" Varvara took it 
ąuickly off her shoulders. "It is very 
simple; one of Madame Baudran's." 

" One can see that at a glance. How 
lovely, and in what exqui8ite taste ! I feel 
surę you*ve brought a number of charming 
things with you. How I should like to see 
them ! " 

"Ali my toilette is at your seryice, dearest 
aunt. I might show your maid something 
if you liked. I have brought a maid from 
Paris, a wonderful needlewoman." 

"You are exceedingly good, my dear. 
But, reaUy, I haven't the conscience *' 

" Haven*t the conscience ! " repeated Var- 
vara Pavlovna, in a reproachfol tonę. " If 
you wish to make me happy, you will dis- 
pose of me as if I belonged to you." 
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Maria Dmitrievna fairly gave way. 

" Vou% ites charmante/^ she said. " But 
why doii*t you take off your bonnet and 
gloyes ?" 

"What! You allow me?" asked Yar- 
vara Pavlovna, gently clasping her hands 
with &n air of deep emotion. 

"Of course. You will dine with us, I 
hope. I — I will introduce my daughter to 
you." (Maria Dmitrievna felt embarrassed 
for a moment, but then, " Weil, so be it," 
ehe thought.) "She happens not to be 
quite well to-day." 

" Oh I ma tante, how kind you are ! " ex- 
claimed Varvara Pavlovna, lifting her hand- 
kerchief to her eyes. 

At this moment the page announced 
Gedeonov8ky's arrival, and the old gossip 
came in smiling, and bowing profoundly. 
Maria Dmitrieyna introduced him to her 
yisitor. At first he was somewhat abashed, 
but Varvara Pavlovna behaved to him with 
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such coquettis}i respectfulness that his ears 
soon began to tingle, and amiable speeches 
and gossiping stories began to flow unin- 
terruptedly from his Ups. 

Varvara Pavlovna listened to him, slightly 
smiling at times, then by degrees she too 
began to talk. She spoke in a modest way 
about Paris, about her trayels, about Baden ; 
she madę Maria Dmitrieyna laugh two or 
three times, and each time she uttered a 
gentle sigh afterwards, as if she were 
secretly reproaching herself for her imbe- 
coming levity ; she asked leave to bring 
Ada to the house ; she took off her gloves, 
and with her smooth white hands she pointed 
out how and where flounces, ruches, lace, 
and 80 forth, were wom ; she promised 
to bring a bottle of new English scent — the 
Yictoria essence — and was as pleased as a 
child when Maria Dmitrieyna eonsented to 
accept it as a present ; and she melted into 
tears at the remembrance of the emotion she 
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had experienced when słie heard the first 
Russian bells. 

"So profoundly did they sink into my 
very heart," she said. 

At that moment Liza came into the room. 

Ali that day, ever sińce the moment when, 
cold with dismay, Liza had read Lavret8ky's 
notę, she had been preparing herself for an 
interview with his wife. She foresaw that 
she would see her, and she determined not to 
avoid her, by way of inflicting upon herself 
a punishment for what she considered her 
culpable hopes. The unexpected crisis 
which had taken place in her fate had pro- 
foundly shaken her. In the course of about 
a eouple of hours her face seemed to have 
grown thin. But she had not shed a single 
tear. " It is what you deserve," she said 
to herself, repressing, though not without 
difficulty, and at the cost of eonsiderable 
agitation, certain bitter though ts and evil im- 
pulses which frightened her as they arose in 
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her mind. " Weil, I must go," she thought, 
as soon as she heard of Madame Łayretsky^s 
arrival, and she went. 

She stood outside the drawing-room door 
for a long time before she could make up 
her mind to open it. At last, saying to her- 
self, " I am guilty before her," she entered 
the room, and forced herself to look at her, 
even forced herself to smile. Varvara Pav- 
lovna came forward to meet her as soon as 
she saw her come in, and madę her a slight, 
but still a respectful salutation. 

"Allow me to introduce myself," she 
began, in an insinuating tonę. " Tonr 
mamma has been so indulgent towards me 
that I hope that you too will be — good to 
me. 

The expre8sion of Varvara Pavlovna'8 face 
as she uttered these last words, her cunning 
smile, her cold and, at the same time, loying 
look, the moyements of her arms and 
shonlders, her very dress, her whole being. 
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aroused such a feeUng of repugnance in 
Łiza's mind that she absolutely could not 
answer her, and only by a strong effort could 
succeed in holding out her hand to her. 
" This young lady dislikes me," thought 
Varvara Pavlovna, as she squeezed Liza'8 
cold fingers, then, turning to Maria Dmi- 
trievna, she said in a half whisper, " Mai%^ 
elle est dilideuse /" 

Liza faintly reddened. In that exclama- 
tion she seemed to detect a tonę of irony 
and insult. However, she detennined not to 
trust to that impression, and she took her 
seat at her embroidery frame near the 
window. 

Even there Varvara Pavlovna woidd not 
leave her in peace. She came to her, and 
began to praise her cleyerness and taste. 
Liza's heart began to beat with painful force. 
Scarcely could she master her feelings, 
scarcely could she remain sitting quietly in 
her place. It seemed to her as if Varvara 
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Pavloviia knew all and were mocking her 
with secret triumph. Fortunately for her, 
GedeonoYsky began to talk to Varvara and 
diyerted her attention. Liza bent over her 
frame and watched her without being ob- 
seryed. " That woraan," she thought, *' was 
once loved by Am." But then she imme- 
diately drove out of her mind even so much 
as the idea of Layretsky. She felt her head 
gradually beginning to swim, and she was 
afraid of losing command over herself. 
Maria Dmitrieyna began to talk about 
musie. 

"I have heard, my dear," she began, 
" that you are a wonderful mrtuosa.^' 

" I haven't played for a long time," replied 
Varvara Pavlovna, but she immediately took 
her seat at the piano, and ran her fingers 
rapidly along the keys. " Do you wish me 
toplay?'' 

" If you will do us that favour." 

Yaryara Pavlovna played in a masterly 
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style a brilliant and difficult study by Herz. 
Her performance was marked by great 
power and rapidity. 

" A aylphide ! " exclaimed Gedeonovsky. 

" It is wonderfnl ! " declared Maria 
Dmitrievna. " I must confess you have 
fairly astonished me, Varvara Pavlovna," 
calling that lady by her name for the first 
time. "Why you might give concerts. 
We have a musician here, an old German, 
very leamed and quite an original. He 
giyes Liza lessons. You would simply 
make him go out of bis mind." 

'^ Is Łizayeta Mikbailoyna also a musi- 
cian P '' asked Madame Łayretsky, tuming 
her head a little towards her. 

** Tes; she doesn't play badly, and she is 
very fond of musie. But what does that 
signify in comparison with youP But we 
have a young man here besides. Tou really 
must make his acquaintance. He is a tho- 
rough artist in feeling, and he composes 
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charmmgly. He is the only person here 
who can fully appreciate you/' 

" A young man ? *' said Varvara Pavlovna. 
" What is he ? Some poor feUow ? " 

" I beg yoiir pardon. He is the leading 
cavaKer here^ and not here only — et d Peters- 
hourg — a Chamberlain, received in the best 
society. Tou surely must have heard of 
liim — ^Yladimir Nikolaeyich Panshine. He 
is here on govemment business — a futurę 
minister ! " 

" And an artist too ? " 

"An artist in feeling, and so amiable. 
Tou shall see him. He has been here a 
great deal for some time past. I asked him 
to come this evening. I hope he will come," 
added Maria Dmitrieyna with a slight sigh 
and a bitter smile. 

Liza understood the hidden meaning of 
that smile, but she had other things to 
think about then. 

"And he's young?" repeated Varvara 
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Pavlovna, lightly modulating from key to 
key. 

" Twenty-eight years old — and a most 
pleasing exterior. TJn jeune homme ac- 
compli." 

"A model young man, one may say/* 
remarked GedeonoYsky. 

Varvara Pavlovna suddenly began to play 
a noisy waltz by Strauss, beginning with so 
loud and quick a trill that GedeonoYsky 
fairly started. Eight in the middle of the 
waltz słie passed abruptly into a plaintiye 
air, and ended with the Frapoco out of Lima. 
She had suddenly remembered that joyful 
musie was not in keeping with her position. 

Maria Dmitrievna was deeply touched by 
the air from Lucia, in which great stress 
was laid upon the sentimental passages. 

" What feeling ! " she whispered to Gede- 
onoYsky. 

" A Sylphide I " repeated GedeonoYsky, 
lifting his eyes towards heaven. 
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The dinner hour arriyed, Marfa Timo- 
feevna did not come down from np-stairs 
until the soup was already placed on the 
table. She behaved very coldly to Varvara 
Pavlovna, answering her amiable speeches 
with brokenphrases, and never even looking 
at her. Varvara soon perceived that there 
was no conyersation to be got out of that old 
lady, so she gave up talking to her. On the 
other hand Madame Kalitine became still 
morę caressing in her behayiour toward her 
guest. She was vexed by her aimfs rudeness. 

Affcer all, it was not only Varvara that 
the old lady wonld not look at. She did 
not once look at Liza either, although her 
eyes almost glowed with a meaning light. 
Pale, almost yellow, there she sat, with com- 
pressed lips, looking as if she were madę of 
stone, and would eat nothing. 

As for Liza, she seemed calm, and was so 
in reality. Her heart was quieter than it 
had been. A strange callousness^ the cal- 
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lousaess of the condemued, had come over 
her. 

During dinner Varvara Pavlovna said 
little. She seemed to haye become timid 
again, and her face wore an eipression of 
modest melancholy. Gedeonovsky was the 
only person who kept the conversation alive, 
relating seyeral of his stories, though froin 
time to time he looked timidly at Marfa 
Timofeeyna, and coughed. That cough 
always seized him wheneyer he was going to 
embellish the truth in her presence. But 
this time she did not meddle with him, 
never onee interrupted him. 

After dinner it tumed out that Varvara 
Pavlovna was very fond of the gamę of 
preference. Madame Kalitine was so pleased 
at this that she felt quite touched, and 
inwardly thought, "Why, what a fool 
Fedor Ivanovich must be ! Fancy not hav- 
ing been able to comprehend such a woman ! " 

She sat down to cards with Varvara and 
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GedeonoYsky ; but Marfa Timofeeyna car- 
ried off Liza to her room up-stairs, saying 
that the girl "had no face left," and she 
was surę her head must be aching. 

"Yes, her head aches terribly," said 
Madame Kalitine, addressing Varvara Pav- 
lovna, and rolling her eyes. " I often have 
such headaches myself." 

" Really ! " answered Varvara Pavlovna. 

Liza entered her aunfs room, and sank on 
a chair perfectly wom out. For a long time 
Marfa Timofeevna looked at her in silence, 
then she quietly knelt down before her, and 
began, still quite silently, to kiss her hands 
— ^first one, and then the other. 

Liza bent forwards and reddened — then 
she began to ery ; but she did not make her 
aunt rise, nor did she withdraw her hands 
from her. She felt that she had no right to 
withdraw them — ^had no right to prevent 
the old lady from eipressing her sorrow, 
her sympathy — from asking to be pardoned 
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for what had taken place the day before. 
And Marfa Timofeevna could not sufficiently 
kiss those poor, pale, neryeless hands ; while 
silent tears poured down from her eyes 
and from Łiza's too. And the cat, Matros, 
purred in the large chair by the side of the 
stocking and the bali of worsted ; the long, 
thin flame of the little lamp feebly wayered 
in front of the holy picture ; and in the 
next room, just the other side of the door, 
stood Nastasia Carpovna, and furtively wiped 
her eyes with a check pocket-handkerchief 
roUed up into a sort of bali. 
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DowN-STAiBs, meanwhile, the gamę of pre- 
ference went on. Maria Dmitrievna was 
winning, and was in a very good humour. 
A seryant entered, and announced Pan- 
shine^s arriyal. Maria Dmitrievna let fali 
her cards, and fidgeted in her chair. Yar- 
vara Pavlovna looked at her with a half- 
smile, and then tumed her eyes towards the 
door. 

Panshine appeared in a black dress-coat, 
buttoned all the way up, and wearing a 
high English shirt-coUar. " It was painful 
for me to obey ; but, you see, I have come ; ** 
that was what was expre88ed by his serious 
face, eyidently just shayed for the occasion. 

*'Why, Yaldemar!" exclaimed Maria 
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Dmitrieyna, " you used always to come in 
without being annoimced." 

Pansłiine madę no other reply than a 
look, and bowed politely to Maria Dmitrievna, 
but did not kiss ber band. Sbe introduced 
bim to Varvara Pavlovna. He drew back a 
pace, bowed to ber witb tbe same politeness 
and witb an added expres8ion of respectful 
grace, and tben took a seat at tbe card- 
table. Tbe gamę soon came to an end. 
Pansbine asked after Łizayeta Mikbailoyna, 
and expressed bis regret at bearing tbat sbe 
was not quite well. TbeD be began to con- 
yerse witb Varvara Pavlovna, weigbing 
every word carefully and empbasizing it dis- 
tinctly in tnie diplomatic style, and, wben 
she spoke, respectfuUy hearing her anewers 
to tbe end. But tbe seriousness of bis diplo- 
matic tonę produced no effect upon Yaryara 
Pavlovna, wbo would not bave anytbing to 
do witb it. On tbe contrary, sbe looked 
bim fuli in tbe face witb a sort of smiling 
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eamestness, and in talking with him seemed 
thoroughly at her ease, while her delicate 
nostrils lightly quivered, as though with 
suppressed laughter. 

Maria Dmitrievna began to extol Var- 
vara'8 cleyemess. Panshine bent his head 
politely, as far as his shirt-coUar per- 
mitted him, declared that he had already 
been conyinced of the exceptional naturę 
of her talents, and all but brought round 
the conyersation to the subject of Met- 
temich himself. Yarvara Pavlovna half- 
closed her velvety eyes, and, having said in 
a Iow voiee, " But you are an artist also, un 
confrerey* added still lower, " Venez/" and 
madę a sign with her head in the direction 
of the piano. This single word, " Venez /" 
so abruptly spoken, utterly changed Pan- 
shine^s appearance, as if by magie, in a 
single moment. His careworn air disap- 
peared, he began to smile, he became ani- 
mated, he unbuttoned his coat, and, saying 
*' I an artist ! Not at all ; but you, I hear. 
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are an artist indeed," he foUowed Varvara 
Pavlovna to the piano. 

"Tell him to sing the romance, *How 
the moon floats/" exclaimed Maria Dmi- 
trievna. 

"You sing?'* asked Yarvara Pavlovna, 
looking at him with a bright and rapid 
glance. " Sit down there." 

Fanshine began to exciLse himself. 

"Sit down," she repeated, tapping the 
back of the chair in a determined manner. 

He sat down, coughed, puUed up his shirt- 
coUar, and sang his romance. 

" Charmant^^ said Varvara Pavlovna. 
"You sing admirably — vo'm af>ez du styk. 
Sing it again." 

She went round to the other side of the 
piano, and placed herself exactly opposite 
Panshine. He repeated his romance, giving 
a melodramatic yariation to his voice. Var- 
yara looked at him steadily, resting her 
elbows on the piano, with her white hands 
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on a level with her lips. The song ended, 
" Charmant ! Charmante idke^* she said, witŁ 
the qiiiet confidence of a connoissenr. " Tell 
me, have you written anything for a woman's 
voice — a mezzo-soprano P *' 

"I ficarcdy write anytliing/* answered 
Panshiiie. " I do so only now and then — ^be- 
tween bnsiness-honrs. But do you sing V* 

" Oh, yes ! do sing us something/' said 
Maria Dmitrievna. 

Yaryara PayloYna tossed her head, and 
pushed her hair back from her flushed 
cheeks. Then, addressing Panshine, she 
said — 

"Ouryoicesoughttogowelltogether. Let 
us sing a duet. Do you know * Son geloBO^ 
or ^La ci darem,* or 'Mira la bianca luna?**' 

" I used to sing * Mira la bianca luna* ** 
answered Panshine ; " but it was a long time 
ago. I have forgotten it now." 

" Never mind, we will hum it over first 
by way of experiment. Let me come there.'* 
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Varvara Pavlovna sat down to the piano. 
Panshine stood by her side. They hummed 
over the duet, Varvara Pavlovna correcting 
him seyeral times ; then they sang it out loud, 
and afterwards repeated it twice — " Mira la 
bianca lu-u-una.** Yarvara's voice had lost 
its freshness, but she managed it with great 
skill. At first Panshine was nenrous, and 
sang rather false, but afterwards he experi. 
eneed an artistic glow ; and, if he did not 
sing faultlessly, at all eyents he shrugged 
his shoulders, swayed his body to and fro, 
and from time to time lifted his hand aloft, 
like a genuine yocalist. 

Yaryara Pavlovna afterwards played two 
or three little pieces by Thalberg, and coquet- 
tishly chanted a French song. Maria Dmi- 
trievna did not know how to expre8S her 
delight, and seyeral times she felt inclined to 
send for Liza. Gedeonovsky, too, could not 
find words worthy of the occasion, and could 
only shake his head. Suddenly, howeyer, 
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and quite iiiiexpectedly, he yawned, and 
only just contriyed to hide his mouth with 
his hand. 

That yawn did not escape Varvara's no- 
tice. She suddenly tumed her back upon 
the piano^ saying, " Abbbz de mmiqm comme 
ca; let us talk a little," and crossed her 
hands before her. 

" Out, assez de mmigue,'' gladly repeated 
Panshine, and began a conyersation with her 
—B. brisk and aiiy conyersation, carried on 
in French. " Exactly as if it were in one 
of the best Paris drawing-rooms," thought 
Maria Dmitrievna, listening to their quick 
and supple talk. 

Panshine felt completely happy. He 
smiled^ and his eyes shone. At first, when 
he happened to meet Maria Dmitrievna's 
eyes^ he would pass his hand across his face 
and frown and sigh abruptly, but after a 
time he entirely forgot her presence, and 
gave himself up nnreseryedly to the en- 
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jo3rment of a half-fashionable, half-artistic 
chat. 

Varvara Pavlovna proved herself a great 
philosopher. She had an answer ready for 
everything ; she doubted nothing ; she did 
not hesitate at anything. It was evident 
that she had talked often and much with all 
kinds of clever people. All her thoughts and 
feelings circled around Paris. When Pan- 
shine madę literaturę the subject of the con- 
yersation, it turned out that she, like him, 
had read nothing but French books. George 
Sand irritated her; Balzac she esteemed, 
although he wearied her ; to Eugśne Sue 
and Scribe she ascribed a profound know- 
ledge of the human heart ; Dumas and 
F^val she adored. In reality, she preferred 
Paul de Kock to all the others ; but, as may 
be supposed, she did not eyen mention his 
name. To tell the truth, literaturę did not 
interest her overmuch. 

Varvara Pavlovna avoided with great skill 
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eyerjrtlilng that might, even remotely, allude 
to her own position. In all that she said, 
there was not eyen the slightest mention 
madę of love ; on the contrary, her lan- 
guage seemed rather to expres8 an austere 
feeling with regard to the aUurements of 
the passions, and to breathe the accents of 
disillusionment and resignation. 

Panshine repUed to her, but she refused 
to agree with him. Strange to say, however, 
at the very time when she was uttering 
words which conyeyed what was frequently 
a harsh judgment, the accents of those very 
words were tender and caressing, and her 

eyes expressed What thosę charming 

eyes really expressed it would be hard to say, 
but it was something which had no harshness 
about it, rather a mysterious sweetness. 
Panshine tried to make out their hidden 
meaning, tried to make his own eyes elo- 
quent, but he was conscious that he failed. 
He acknowledged that Yanrara Pavlovna, 
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in her capacity as a real lioness from abroad, 
stood on a higher leyel tliaii he; and, 
therefore^ he was not altogether master of 
himself. 

Varvara Pavlovna Ład a habit of every 
now and then just touching the sleeye of 
the person with whom she was conyersing. 
These light touches greatly agitated Fan- 
shine. She had the faculty of easily be- 
coming intimate with any one. Before a 
couple of honrs had passed, it seemed to 
Fanshine as if he had known her an age^ 
and as if Liza — that very Liza whom he 
had loved so much, and to whom he had 
proposed the evening before — ^had yanished 
in a kind of fog. 

Tea was brought; the conyersation be- 
came eyen morę free from restraint than 
before. Madame Kalitine rang for the page, 
and told him to ask Liza to come down if 
her headache was better. At the sound of 
Liza's name, Fanshine began to talk about 
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self-sacrifice, and to discuss the ąuestion as 
to which łs the morę capable of such sacrifice 
— man or woman. Maria Dmitrievna imme- 
diately became excited, began to affirm that 
the woman is the morę capable, asserted that 
she could prove the fact in a few words, got 
confused oyer them^ and ended with a snffi- 
ciently unfortunate comparison. Varvara 
Pavlovna took xip a sheet of musie, and half- 
screening her face with it, bent over towards 
Panshine, and said in a whisper, while she 
nibbled a biscnit, a quiet smile playing about 
her Kps and her eyes, " Elle rCa pas mvenU 
la poudre, la bonne damę.'' 

Panshine was somewhat astonished, and a 
little alarmed by Yaryara^s audacity, but he 
did not detect the amount of contempt for 
himself that lay hid in that unexpected sally, 
and — forgetting all Maria Dmitrievna'8 
kindness and her attachment towards him, 
forgetting the dinners she had given him, 
the money she had lent him — he replied (un- 
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happy rnortal that he was) in the same tonę, 
and with a similar smile, ^^Je crois bieni'' 
and what is morę he did not even say " Je 
crois bienl'^ but " J^ crois ben/'* 

Yarvara Pavlovna gave him a friendly 
look, and rosę from her seat. At that mo- 
ment Liza entered the room. Marfa Timo- 
feevna had tried to prevent her going, but 
in yain. Liza was resolyed to endure her 
trial to the end. Varvara Pavlovna adyanced 
to meet her, attended by Panshine, whose 
face again wore its former diplomatic ex- 
pression. 

" How are you now P" asked Varvara. 

"I am better now, thank you," replied 
Liza. 

" We have been passing the time with a 
Kttle musie,*' said Panshine. " It is a pity 
you did not hear Varvara Pavlovna. She 
sings charmingly, en artiste consommieJ' 

** Come here, ma chire^' said Madame 
Kalitine's voice. 
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With childlike obedience, Varvara imme- 
diately went to ber, and sat down on a stool 
at her feet. Maria Dmitńeyna had called 
her away, in order that she might leave her 
daughter alone with Pansłiine, if only for a 
moment. She still hoped in secret that Liza 
would change her mind. Besides this, an 
idea had come into her mind, which she 
wanted by all means to express. 

" Do you know/' she whispered to Var- 
vara Pavlovna, " I want to try and reconcile 
you and your husband. I cannot promise to 
succeed, but I will try. He esteems me very 
much, you know/' 

Varvara slowly looked up at Maria Dmi- 
trieyna, and gracefully clasped her hands 
together. 

" You would be my saviour, ma tartUy^ she 
said, with a sad voice. " I don't know how 
to thank you properly for all your kindness; 
but I am too guilty before Fedor Ivanovich. 
He cannot forgive me." 
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"But did you actually — ^in reality — P" 
began Maria Dmitrieyna, with lively 
curiosity. 

"Do not ask me," said Varvara, inter- 
rupting her, and then looked down. " I was 

young, light headed However, I don't 

wish to make eicuses for myself/' 

" Weil, in spite of all that, why not make 
the attempt P Don't give way to despair," 
replied Maria Dmitrieyna, and was going to 
tap her on the cheek, but looked at her, and 
was afraid. " She is modest and discreet,'' she 
thought, " but, for all that, a lionm stiU ! " 

" Are you unwell P " asked Panshine 
meanwhile. 

" I am not quite well," replied Liza. 

"I imderstand,'' he said, after rather a 
long silence, " Yes, I understand." 

" What do you mean P " 

"I imderstand," significantly repeated 
Panshine, who simply was at a loss for 
something to say. 
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Liza felt confused, but then she thought, 
" What does it matter P " 

Meanwhile Panshine assumed an. air of 
mystery and maintained silence, looking in 
a different direction with a grave expres8ion 
on his face. 

" Why I fancy it must be past eleven ! '* 
obseryed Maria Dmitrieyna. Her guests 
understood the hint and began to take leaye. 
Varvara was obliged to promise to come 
and dine to-morrow, and to bring Ada with 
her. GedeonoYsky, who had all but gone 
to sleep as he sat in a corner, offered to 
escort her home. Panshine bowed gravely 
to all the party ; afterwards, as he stood on 
the steps after seeing Varvara into lier 
carriage, he gave her hand a gentle pressure, 
and exclaimed, as she drove away, "-4w 
remir ! " Gedeonovsky sat by her side in 
the carriage, and all the way home she 
amused herself by putting the tip of her 
little foot, as if by accident, on his foot* 
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He felt abashed, and tried to make her com- 
plimentary speeches. She tittered, and 
madę eyes at him when the light from the 
street lamps słione into the carriage. Tłie 
waltz she had played rang in her ears and 
excited her. Wherever she might be she 
had only to imagine a ball-room and a 
blaze of light, and swift circling round to 
the sound of musie, and her heart would 
burn within her, her eyes would glow with 
a strange lustre, a smile would wander 
around her lips, a kind of bacchanalian 
grace would seem to diffuse itself over her 
whole body. 

When they arrived at her house Varvara 
Kghtly bounded from the carriage, as only a 
lionne could bound, tumed towards Gedeon- 
OYsky, and suddenly burst out laughing in 
his face. 

"A charming creature," thought the 
councillor of state, as he madę his way 
home to his lodgings, where his seryant was 
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waiting for him with a bottle of opodeldoc. 

" It^s as well that I'ni a steady man- 

But why did she laugh P *' 

Ali that night long Marfa TimofeeTna sat 
watching by Liza's bedside. 



V 
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Layretsky spent a day and a half at Yasi- 
lieyskoe, wandering about the neighbourhood 
almost all the time. He could not remain 
long in any one place. His grief goaded him 
on. He experienced all the pangs of a cease- 
less, impetuous^ and impotent longing. 
He remembered the feeling which had come 
over him the day after his first arrival. He 
remembered the resolution he had formed 
then^ and he felt angrily indignant with 
himself, What was it that had been able 
to wrest him aside from that which he had 
acknowledged as his duty, the single pro- 
blem of his futurę life P The thirst after 
happiness — the old thirst afber happiness. 
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" It seems that Mikhaleylcłi was right after 
all/' he thougłit. "You wanted to find 
happiness in life once more," he said to 
himself. " You forgot that for happiness 
to visit a man eveii once is an undeseryed 
favour, a steeping in luxiuy. Your happi- 
ness was incomplete — was false, you may 
say. Weil, show what right you have to 
true and complete happiness ! Łook around 
you and see who is happy, who enjoys his 
life ! There is a peasant going to the field 
to mow. It may be that he is satisfied with 
his lot. But what of that P Would you be 
willing to exchange lots with him P Eemem- 
ber your own mother. How exceedingly 
modest were her wishes, and yet what sort 
of a lot fell to her share ! Tou seem to 
have only been boasting before Panshine, 
when you told him that you had come into 
Eussia to tiU the soil. It was to run after 
the girls in your old age that you came. 
Tidings of freedom reached you, and you 




LIZA. i6i 

flung aside eyerything, forgot eyerything, 
ran like a child after a butterfly/' 

In the midst of his reflections the image 
of Liza constantly haunted him. By a 
violent effort he tried to drive it away, and 
along with it another haunting face, other 
beautiful but ever malignant and hateful 
features. 

Old Anton remarked tbat bis master was 
not quite bimself ; and, after sighing seyeral 
times bebind the door, and seyeral times on 
the threshold, he ventured to go up to him, 
and adyised him to drink something hot. 
Łayretsky spoke to him harshly, and ordered 
him out of the room : afterwards he told 
the old man he was sorry h^ had done so ; 
but this only mad^ Anton sadder than he 
had been before. 

Łayretsky could not stop in the drawing- 
room. He fancied that his great grand- 
father, Andrei, was looking out firom his 
frame with contempt on his feeble de- 
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scendant. " So mucłi for you ! You float 
in shallow water ! " * the wry lipa seemed 
to be saying to him. " Is it possible/' 
he thougłit, '^that I cannot gain mastery 
oyer myself; that I am going to yield 

to this this trifling affair ! " (Men who 

are seriously wounded in a battle always 
think their wounds " a merę trifle ; " when a 
man can deceiye liimself no longer^ it is time 
to give up Kving.) " Am I really a cŁild P 
Weil, yes. I have seen near at band, I baye 
almost grasped, tbe possibility of gaining a 
life-long bappiness — and tben it bas sud- 
denly disappeared. It is just tbe same in 
a lottery. Tnm tbe wbeel a little morę, and 
tbe pauper would perbaps be ricb. If it is 
not to be, it is not to be — and all is over. I 
wiU betake me to my work witb set teetb, 
and I wiU force myself to be silent ; and I 
sball succeed, for it is not for tbe first time 
tbat I take myself in band. And wby bave 

* See notę to toI. i. p. 194. 
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I nm away P Why do I stop here, vainly 
hiding my head, like an ostrich P Misfor- 
tune a terrible thing to look in the face ! 
Nonsense!" 

"Anton!'' he called loudly, "let the 
tarantass be got ready immediately/' 

" Yes/' he said to himself again. " I 
must compel myself to be silent; I niust 
keep myself tightly in hand." 

With such reflections as these Łayretsky 
sought to assuage his sorrow ; but it remained 
as great and asbitteras before. Even Apraxia, 
who had outlived, not only her intelligence, 
but almost all her faculties^ shook her head^ 
and followed him with sad eyes as he started 
in the tarantass for the town. The horses 
galloped. He sat erect and motionless, and 
looked straight before him along the road. 
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Liza had written to Łayretsky the night 
before, teUisg him to come and see her on 
this eyening ; but łie went to his own house 
first. He did not find either his wife or his 
daughter there; and the seryant told him 
that thej had both gone to the Kali- 
tines' ! This piece of news both annoyed 
and enraged him. " Varvara Pavlovna seems 
to be determined not to let me liye in 
peace," he thought, an angry feeling stir- 
ring in his heart. He began walking up 
and down the room^ pushing away every 
moment, with hand or foot, one of the toys 
or books or feminine belongings which fell 
in his way. Then he called Justine, and 
told her to take away all that " rubbish.'* 
" Ouiy monsieur,'' she replied, with a gri- 
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mace, and began to set the room in order, 
bending herself into graceful attitudes, and 
by eacb of her gestures making Łayretsky 
feel that she considered him an unciyilised 
bear. It was with a sensation of downright 
hatred that he watched the mocking expres- 
sion of ber faded, but still piąucmiSy Parisian 
face, and looked at ber wbite sleeyes, ber 
silk apron, and ber little cap. At last be 
sent ber away, and, after long besitation, as 
Varvara Pavlovna did not retom, be deter- 
mined to go to tbe Kalitines', and pay a Tisit, 
not to Madame Kalitine (for notbing would 
bave induced bim to enter ber drawing- 
room — tbat drawing-room in wbicb bis wife 
was), but to Marfa Timofeevna. He remem- 
bered tbat a back staircase, used by tbe 
maid-seryants, led straigbt to ber room. 

Łayretsky carried out bis plan. By a 
fortunate cbance be met Sburocbka in tbe 
court-yard, and sbe brougbt bim to Marfa 
Timofeeyna. He found tbe old lady, eon- 
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trary to her usual custom, alone. She was 
without her cap, and was sitting in a comer 
of tłie room in a sloucłiing attitude, her 
arms folded across.her breast. Włien she 
saw Łayretsky, she was much agitated, and 
jumping up hastilj from her chair, she 
began going here and there about the room, 
as if she were looking for her cap. 

"Ah! 80 you've come, then," she said, 
fussing about and ayoiding his ejes. ^' Weil, 
good day to you ! '' Weil, whafs — what*8 
to be done P Where were you yesterday ? 
Weil, she has come. Weil — ^yes. Weil, it 
must be — somehow or other/' 

Łayretsky sank upon a chair. 

" Weil, sit down, sit down," continued 
the old lady. " Did you come straight up- 
stairs P Tes, of course. Eh ! You came 
to see after me P Many thanks." 

The old lady paused. Łayretsky did not 
know what to say to her ; but she under- 
stood him. 
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" Liza — yes'; Liza was here just now/' 
she continued, tying and untying the strings 
of her work-bag. "She isn^t qiiite well. 
SłLurochka^ where are youP Come here, 
my mother ; cannot you sit still a moment P 
And I haye a headache myself. It must be 
that singing which has given me it, and the 
musie." 

" What singing, aimt ?" 

" What ! don't you know P They have 
already begun — what do you cali themP 
^-duets down there. And all in Italian — 
chi-chi and cha-cha — ^regular magpies. 
With their long-drawn-out notes, one would 
think they were going to draw one's very 
soul out. It's that Panshine, and your wife 
too. And how quickly it was all arranged ! 
Quite without ceremony, just as if among 
near relations. Howeyer, one must say that, 
eyen a dog will try to find itself a home 
somewhere. You needn't die outside if folka 
don't chase you away from their houses.*' 
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" I certainly must confess I did not 
expect tłiis/' answered Layretsky, ^^This 
must have required considerable daring/' 

" If o, my dear, it ian't daruig with her, 
it is calculation. However, God be with 
her ! They say you are going to send her 
to Layriki. Is that true P " 

"Tes; I am going to make over that 
property to her/' 

" Has she asked you for money P" 

" Not yet." 

"Weil, that request won*t be long in 
coming. But — I haven't looked at you 
till now — are you well P " 

" Quite well/' 

" Shurochka 1 '' suddenly exclaimed the 
old lady, "Go and tell Lizaveta Mikhai- 
loyna — that is — ^np — a3k her ■ ■ Is she 
down-stairsP'* 

" Tes/' 

" Well, yes. Ask her where she has put 
my book, She will know all about it." 
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" Very good." 

The old lady commenced bustling about 
again^ and began to open the drawers in 
her commode. Layretsky remained quietly 
sitting on his chair. 

Suddenly light steps were heard on the 
staircase — and Liza entered. 

Łayretsky stood up and bowed. Liza 
remained near the door. 

'' Łiza^ Łizochka/' hnrriedly began Marfa 
Timofeeyna, " where have you — where have 
you put my book P 

'* What book, aunt P 

" Why, good gracious I that book. How- 
ever, I didn't send for you — ^but ifs all the 
same. What are you all doing down-stairs P 
Herę is Fedor Ivanovich come. How is 
your headache P " 

" It'8 of no conseąuence.'* 

"You always say, *It's of no conse- 
quence.' What are you all doing down 
below P — ^having musio again P " 
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" No — they are playing cards." 

**0f course; she is ready for anytliing. 
Shurochka, I see you want to run out into 
the garden. Be off ! '* 

" No, I don't Marfa Timofeevna " 

" No arguing, if you please. Be off. 
Nastasia Carpoyna has gone into the garden 
by herself. Go and keep her company. 
You shoidd show the old lady respect." 

Shurochka left the room. 

" But where is my cap P Wherever can 
it have got to P" 

" Let me look for it/' said Liza. 

" Sit still, sit Btill ! My ówn legs haven't 
dropped off yet. It certainly must be in 
my bed-room." 

And Marfa Timofeevna went away, afber 
casting a side-glance at Lavretsky. At first 
she left the door open, but suddenly she 
retumed and shut it from the outside. 

Liza leant back in her chair and silently 
hid her face in her hands. 
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Łayretsky remained standing where he 
was. 

'^This is how we haye had to see eacli 
other ! '' he said at last. 

Liza let her hands fali from before her 
face. 

" Yes/* she replied sadly, " we have soon 
been punished." 

"Punishedl" echoed Łayretsky. "For 
what haye you, at all events, been punished P '* 

Liza looked up at him. Her eyes did 
not express either sorrow or anxiety; but 
they seemed to haye become smaller and 
dimmer than they used to be. Her face was 
pale ; eyen her slightly-parted lips had lost 
their colonr. 

Layretsky^s heart throbbed with pity and 
with loye. 

"You haye written to me that all is 
oyer," he whispered. " Yes, all is oyer — 
before it had begun." 

" All that must be forgotten/' said Liza. 
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'' I am glad you haye come. I was going to 
write to you ; but it is better as it is. Only 
we must make tbe most of these few minutes. 
Eacłi of us bas a duty to fulfil. You, Fedor 
lyanoyicb, must become reconciled witb your 
wife." 

" Liza ! " 

" I entreat you to let it be so. By this 

alone can expiation be madę for for all 

that bas taken place. Tbink oyer it, and 
tben you will not refiise my reąueet." 

^' Liza ! for God's sake I You ask wbat 
is impossible. I am ready to do eyery- 
tbing you tell me ; but to be reconciled witb 

ber now ! I consent to eyerytbing, I 

baye forgotten eyerytbing ; but I cannot do 
yiolence to my beart. Haye some pity ; tbis 
is cruel ! " 

" But I do not ask you to do wbat you 
say is impossible. Do not liye witb ber, if 
you really cannot do so. But be reconciled 
witb ber/^ answered Liza, once morę biding 
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her face in her hands. " Remember your 
daughter ; and, besides, do it for my sake." 

" Very good," said Lavretsky between his 
teeth. " Suppose I do this — in this I sliall 
be ftdfilling my duty; well, but you — in 
what does yonr duty consist P " 

" That I know perfectly well/' 

Łayretsky suddenly sbuddered. 

" Surely you liave not madę up your 
mind to marry Panshine P '' be asked. 

" Ob, no ! " replied Liza, with an almost 
imperceptible smile. 

" Ab ! Liza, Liza ! " exclaimed Łayretsky, 
" how bappy we migbt bave been I " 

Liza again looked up at bim. 

" Now even you must see, Fedor Ivano- 
yicb, tbat bappiness does not depend upon 
ourselyes, but upon God." 

" Yes, because you " 

The door of tbe next room suddenly 
opened, and Marfa Timofeeyna came in, bold- 
ing ber cap in ber band. 
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" I had trouble enough to find it/' she 
said, standing between Liza and Lav. 
retsky; "I had stuffed it away myself. 
Dear me^ see what old age comes to ! But, 
after all, youth is no better. Weil, are you 
going to Layriki with your wife P ** ahe 
added, tuming to Fedor Ivanovich. 

"To Layriki with herP IP — ^I don't 
know/' be added, after a sbort pause. 

" Won't you pay a yisit down-stairs P " 

" Not to-day/' 

" Weil, very good ; do as you please. But 
you, Liza, ought to go down-stairs, I think. 
Ab I my dears, IVe forgotten to give any 
seed to my bullfincb too. Wait a minutę ; 
I will be back directly." 

And Marfa Timofeeyna ran out of the 
room, witbout OYer baving put on ber 
cap. 

Layretsky quickly drew near to Liza. 

"Liza," be began, with an imploring 
voice, " we are about to part for ever, and 
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my heart is very heavy. Give me yoiir 
band at parting/' 

Liza raised her head. Her wearied^ almoBt 
lustreless eyes looked at him steadily. 

" No/' she said, and drew back the hand 
she had half held out to him. " No, Lav- 
retsky '' (it was the first time that she called 
him by this name), " I will not give you my 
hand. Why shoidd I P And now leave me, 
I beseech you. You know that I love you — 
Yes, I love you I " she added emphatically. 
" But no — no ; " and she raised her hand- 
kerchief to her lips. 

^^At least, then, giye me that handker- 
chief " 

The door creaked. The handkerchief 
glided down to Łiza's knees. Łayretsky 
seized it before it had time to fali on the 
floor, and quickly hid it away in his 
pocket; then, as he tumed round, he en- 
countered the glance of Marfa Timofeeyna's 
eyes. 
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** ŁizocŁka^ I think your mother i& calling 
you," said the old lady. 

Liza immediately got up from ker cłudr^ 
and left the room. 

Marfa Timofeeyna sat down again in łier 
eomer. Łayretsky was going to take leaye 
of ber. 

" Fedia," slie said, abruptly. 

"What, aimtP" 

" Are you an honourable man P'* 

"WhatP'' 

" I ask you — ^Are you an honourable 
manP'' 

" I hope 80," 

" Hm ! Weil, then, give me your word 
that you are going to behaye like an 
honourable man.'' 

Certainly. But why do you ask that P" 
I know why, perfectly well. And so do 
you, too, my good friend.* As you are no fool, 
you wiU understand why I ask you this, if 

* Literally, *'my foster fathor," or "my benefactor." 
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you will only think over it a little. But 
now, good-bye, my dear. Thank you for 
coming to see me; but remember what I 
liave said, Fedia ; and now give me a kiss. 
Ab, my dear, your burden is heavy to bear, 
I know that. But no one finds bis a ligbt 
one. There was a time wben I used to envy 
the flies. Tbere are creatures, I thougbt, 
wbo live bappily in tbe world. But one 
nigbt I beard a fly singing out under a 
spider^s claws. So, tbougbt I, even tbey 
bave tbeir troubles. Wbat can be done, 
Fedia? But mind you never forget wbat 
you bave said to me. And now leave me — 
leave me.'' 

Layretsky left by tbe back door, and had 
almost reacbed tbe street, wben a footman ran 
after bim and said, " Maria Dmitrievna told 
me to ask you to come to ber." 

" Tell ber I cannot come just now," began 
Layretsky. 

" Sbe told me to ask you particularly,'* 
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continued the footman. '^ She told me to 
say that she was alone/' 

"Then her yisitors have gone awajrf 
asked Lavretsky. 

" Yes/' replied the footman, with some- 
thing like a grin on his face. 

Łayretsky shrugged hic shoulders, and 
followed him into the house. 



XLI. 

Maria Dmxtrievna was alone in her boudoir/ 
She was sitting in a large ęasy-chair, sniff- 
ing Eau-de-Cologne, with a little table by 
ber side, on wbich was a glass containing 
orange-flower water. She was evidently 
excited, and seemed nenrous about some- 
thing. 

Layretsky came into the room. 

" You wanted to see toe," be said, bowing 
coldly. 

" Yes," answered Maria Dmitrievna, and 
then she drank a little water. ^' I heard 
that you had gone straight up-stairs to my 
aunt^ so I told the seryants to ask you to 
come and see me. I want to haye a talk 
with you. Please sit down." 
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Maria Dmitrievna took breath. " Tou 
know that your wife has come," she con- 
tinued. 

" I am aware of that fact/' said Layretsky. 

"Weil — yes — that is — I meant to say 
she has been here, and I liave receiyed her. 
That is what I wanted to have an explana- 
tion about with you, Fedor lyanich. I 
have deseryed, I may say, generał respect, 
thank God! and I wouldn't, for all the 
world, do anything unbecoming. But, 
although I saw beforehand that it would be 
disagreeable to you, Fedor Ivanich, yet I 
couldn't make up my mind to refuse her. 
She is a relation of minę — through you. 
Only put yourself into my position. What 
right had I to shut my door in her face ? 
Surely you must agree with me/' 

" You are exciting yourself quite unneces- 
sarily, Maria Dmitrievna/' replied Lavret- 
sky. " Tou have done what is perfectly 
right. I am not in the least angry. I never 
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intended to deprive my wife of the power of 
seeing her ac^uaintances. I did not come 
to see you to-day simply becanse I did not 
wish to meet her. That was all." 

"Ah! how glad I am to hear you say 
that, Fedor Ivanich ! " ęxclaimed Maria 
Dmitrieyna. " However, I always expected 
as much from your noble feelings. But as 
to my being excited, there^s no wonder in 
that. I am a woman and a mother. And 
your wife — of course I cannot set myself 
up as a judge between you and her, I told 
her so herself ; but she is such a charming 
person that no one can help being pleased 
with her.'' 

Łayretsky smiled and twirled his hat in 
his hands. 

*'And there is something else that I 
wanted to say to you, Fedor Ivanich/' con- 
tinued Maria Dmitrieyna, drawing a little 
nearer to him. " If you had only seen how 
modestly, how respectfully she behaved ! 
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Really it was perfectly touohing. And if 
you had only heard how she spoke of you ! 
' 1/ she said^ ' am altogether guilty before 
him/ '1/ she said, *was not able to ap- 
preciate him/ * He/ she said, ' is an angel, 
not a merę man/ I can assure yoii that^s 
what she said — * an angel/ She is so peni- 
tent — I do solemnly declare I have never 
seen any one so penitent." 

"But tell me, Maria Dmitrievna/' said 
Lavretsky, " if I may be allowed to be so 
inquisitiye. I hear that Varvara Pavlovna 
has been singing here. Was it in one of 
her penitent moments that she sang, or 
how P" 

" How can you talk like that and not feel 
ashamed of yourself P She played and sang 
simply to giye me pleasure, and because I 
particularly entreated her, almost ordered her 
to do so. I saw that she was unhappy, so 
unhappy, and I thought how I could divert 
her a little ; and besides that, I had heard 
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that she had so much talent. Do show her 
some pity, Fedor Ivanicli — she is utterly 
crushed— only ask GedeonoYsky — broken 
down entirely, touUa-fait, How can you 
say such things of her P " 

Łayretsky merely shrugged his shoulders. 

" And besides, what a little angel your 
Adochka is I What a charming little crea- 
ture ! How pretty she is ! and how good ! 
and how well she speaks French ! And she 
knows Eussian too. She called me aunt in 
Eussian. And then as to shyness, you 
know, almost all children of her age are 
shy ; but she is not at all so. It's wonderńil 
how like you she is, Fedor lyanich — eyes, 
eyebrows, in fact you all over — absolutely 
you. I don^t usually like such young 
children, I must confess, but I am quite in 
love with your little daughter." 

" Maria Dmitrieyna," abruptly said Łay- 
retsky, " allow me to inquire why you are 
saying all this to me ?** 
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" Why ? " — Maria Dmitrieyna again had 
recourse to her Eau de Cologne and drank 
some water — "why I say this to you, 
Fedor lyanicli, is because — ^you see I am 
one of your relations, I take a deep interest 
in you. I know your heart is exceUent. 
Mark my words, mon cousin — at ąll eyents 
I am a woman of experience^ and I do not 
speak at random. Forgive, do forgiye your 
wife 1 " (Maria Dmitrieyna^s eyes suddenly 
fiUed with tears.) " Only think — ^youth, 
inexperience; and perhaps also a bad ex- 
ample — ^hers was not the sort of mother to 
put her in the right way. Forgive her, 
Fedor Ivanich! She has been punished 
enough." 

The tears flowed down Maria Dmitrievna*s 
cheeks. She did not wipe them away ; she 
was fond of weeping. Meanwhile Layretsky 
sat as if on thorns. "Good God!" he 
thought, "what torturę this is! What a 
day this has been for me ! " 
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" You do not reply," Maria Dmitrievna 
recommenced : "how am I to understand 
you? Is it possible that you can be so 
cruel ? No, I cannot believe that. I feel 
that my words have conyinced you. Fedor 
lyanich, God will reward you for your good- 
ness ! Now from my hands receive your 
wife ! " 

Layretsky jumped up from his chair 
scarcely knowing what he was doing. Maria 
Dmitrieyna had risen also, and had passed 
rapidly to the other side of the screen, from 
behind which she now brought out Madame 
Layretsky. Pale, half lifeless, with down- 
cast eyes, that lady seemed as if she had 
surrendered her whole power of thinking or 
willing for herself, and had given herself 
over entirely into the hands of Maria Dmi- 
trieyna. 

Lavretsky recoiled a pace. 

" You have been there all this time ! " he 
exclaimed. 
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"DonH blame her," Maria Dmitrieyna 
hastened to say. ^^ She wouldn^t haye stayed 
for anything ; but I madę her stay ; I put 
her behind the screen. She declared that 
it would make you angrier tban evęr ; but 
I wouldn^t eyen listen to her. I know you 
better than she does. Take then from my 
hands your wife ! Go to him, Varvara ; 
have no fear ; fali at your husband's feet " 
(here she gave Varvara's arm a puli), " and 
may my blessing '' 

" Stop, Maria Dmitrieyna ! " interposed 
Layretsky, in a yoice shaking with emotion. 
^^You seem to like sentimental scenes." 
(Layretsky was not mistaken ; from her 
earliest school-days Maria Dmitrieyna had 
always been passionately fond of a touch of 
stage effect.) " They may amuse you, but to 
other people they may proye yery unplea- 
sant. Howeyer, I am not going to talk to 
you. In thi8 scenę you do not play the 
leading part/* 
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" What is it you want from me, Madame ?" 
he added, tuming to his wife. " Have I not 
done for you all that I could ? Do not tell 
me that it was not you who got up this 
scenę. I should not beKeve you. You know 
that I cannot beKeve you. What is it you 
want P You are clever. You do nothing 
without an object. You must feel that to 
live with you, as I used formerly to Kve, is 
what I am not in a position to do— not 
because I am angry with you, but because 
I haye become a different man. I told you 
that the very day you retumed ; and at that 
time you agreed with me in your own mind. 
But, perhaps, you wish to rehabilitate your- 
self in public opinion. Merely to Kve in 
my house is too little for you ; you want to 
liye with me imder the same roof. Is it 
not so P " 

'* I want you to pardon me," replied Var- 
vara Pavlovna, without lifting her eyes from 
the ground. 



1 88 LIZA. 

" She wants you to pardon her/' repeated 
Maria Dmitrievna. 

" And not for my own sake, but for Ada's/* 
whispered Varvara. 

" Not for her own sake, but for your 
Ada's,'' repeated Maria Dmitrieyna. 

" Very good ! That is what you want ?** 
Lavretsky just managed to say. "Weil, 
I consent even to that." 

Varvara Pavlovna shot a quick glance at 
him. Maria Dmitrieyna exclaimed, " Thank 
God ! " again took Varvara by the arm, 
and again began, "Take, then, from my 
hands *' 

*' Stop, I teU you ! " broke in Lavretsky. 
" I will consent to live with you, Varvara 
Pavlovna," he continued ; " that is to say, 
I will take you to Layriki, and live with 
you as long as I possibly can. Then I will 
go away ; but I will visit you from time to 
time. You see, I do not wish to deceive 
you ; only do not ask for morę than that. 
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You would laugh yourself, if I were to fulfil 
the wish of our respected relative, and press 
you to my heart — if I were to assure you 
that — that the past did not exist, that the 
felled tree would again produce leaves. But 
I see this plainly — one must submit. These 
words do not convey the same meaning to 
you as to me, but that does not matter. I 
repeat, I will live with you — or, no, I 
cannot promise that; but I will no longer 
avoid you ; I will look on you as my wife 
again '' 

"At all events, give her your hand on 
that," said Maria Dmitrievna, whose tears 
had dried up long ago. 

" I have never yet deceived Varvara Pav- 
lovna," answered Lavretsky. " She will 
believe me as it is. I will take her to 
Layriki. But remember this, Varvara Pav- 
lovna. Our treaty will be considered at an 
end, as soon as you give up stopping there. 
And now let me go away." 
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He bowed to both of the lisulies, and went 
out quickly. 

" Won't you take her with yon P " Maria 
Dmitrieyna caUed after him. 

" Let him alone," said Varvara to her in 
a whisper^ ańd then began to express her 
thanks to her^ throwing her arms aroond 
her, kissing her hand, saying she had sayed 
her. 

Maria Dmitrieyna condescended to aocept 
her caresseS; but in reality she was not con- 
tented with her ; nor was she contented with 
Layretsky, nor with the whole scenę which 
she had taken so much pains to arrange. 
There had been nothing sentimental about 
it. According to her ideas Yaryara Payloyna 
ought tohaye thrown herself at her husband^s 
feet. 

" How was it you didn^t understand what 
I meantP" she kept saying. "Surely I 
said to you, * Down with you ! ' " 

" It is better as it is, my dear aunt. Don*t 
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disturb yourself — all has tumed out admira- 
bly," declared Varvara Pavlovna. 

"Weil, anyhow he is— as cold as ice," 
said Maria Dmitrievna. "It is true you 
didn't ery, but surely my tears flowed before 
his eyes. So he wanta to shut you up at 
Layriki. What ! You won^t be able to 
come out eyen to see me ! All men are un- 
feeling/' she ended by saying, and shook 
her head with an air of deep meaning. 

" But at all events women can appreciate 
goodness and generosity," said Varvara 
Pavlovna. Then, slowly sinking on her 
knees, she threw her arms around Maria 
Dmitrievna's fuli waist, and hid her face 
in that lady^s lap. That hidden face wore 
a smile, but Maria Dmitrieyna^s tears began 
to flow afresh. 

As for Layretsky, he retumed home^ shut 
himself up in his yalefs room, flung him- 
self on the couch, and lay there tiU the 
moming. 



XLII. 

The next day was Sunday. Layretsky was 
not awakened by the bells włiich clanged 
for early mass, for he had not closed his eyes 
all night, but they reminded him of another 
Sunday, when he went to church at Liza^s 
request. He rosę in hastę. A certain secret 
voice told him that to-day also he would see 
her there. He left the house quietly, telling 
the seryant to say to Varvara Pavlovna, who 
was still asleep, that he would be baek to 
dinner, and then, with long steps, he went 
where the beli called him with its dreary 
uniformity of sound. 

He arriyed early; scarcely any one was 
yet in the church. A Reader was reciting 
the Hours in the choir. His voice, some- 
times interrupted by a cough, sounded mo- 
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notonously, rising and falling by tums. 
Łayretsky placed himself at a little distance 
from the door. The worshippers arrived, 
one after another, stopped, crossed them- 
selyes, and bowed in all directions. Their 
steps resounded loudly through the silent 
and almost empty space, and echoed along 
the yaulted roof. An infirm old woman, 
wrapped in a threadbare hooded cloak, 
knelt by Lavretsky'8 side and prayed fer- 
vently. Her toothless, yellow, wrinkled 
face expressed intense emotion. Her blood- 
shot eyes gazed upwards, without moving, on 
the holy figures displayed upon the iconos- 
tasis. Her bony handkeptincessantlycoming 
out from nnder her cloak^ and making the 
sign of the cross — with a slow and sweeping 
gesture, and with steady pressure of the 
fingers on the forehead and the body. A 
peasant with a morose and thickly bearded 
face, his hair and clothes all in disorder, 
came into the church, threw himself straight 
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down on his knees, and immediately began 
Crossing and prostrating łiimself, throwing 
back bis head and sbaking it after each in- 
clination. So bitter a grief sbowed itself 
in bis face and in all bis gestures, tbat 
Lavretsky went up to bim and asked bim 
wbat was tbe matter. Tbe peasant sbrank 
back witb an air of distrust ; tben, looking 
at bim coldly, said in a burried voice, " My 
son is dead/' and again betook bimself to 
bis prostrations. 

"Wbat sorrow can tbey bave too great to 
defy tbe consolations of tbe CburcbP'* 
tbougbt Layretsky, and be tried to pray 
himself. But his heart seemed heavy and 
bardened^ and bis tbougbts were afar off. He 
kept waiting for Liza ; but Liza did not come. 
Tbe cburcb gradually filled witb people, 
but be did not see Liza among tbem. Mass 
began, tbe deacon read tbe Gospel, tbe beli 
sounded for tbe finał prayer. Lavretsky 
adyanced a few steps, and suddenly be caugbt 
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sight of Liza. She had come in before him, 
but he had not observed her till now. 
Standing in the Bpace between the wali and 
the choir^ to which she had pressed as close 
as possible^ she neyer once looked round^ 
never moved from her place. Layretsky 
did not take his eyes off her till the seirice 
was quite finished ; he was bidding her a 
last farewell. The congregation began to 
disperse^ but she remained standing there. 
She seemed to be waiting for Layretsky to 
go away. At last, however, she crossed her- 
self for the last time, and went out without 
tuming round. No one but a maid-servant 
was with her. 

Layretsky foUowed her out of the church, 
and came up with her in the street. She 
was walking very fast, her head drooping, 
her veil puUed Iow over her face. 

" Good day, Lizaveta Mikhailovna/' he 
said in a loud voice, with feigned indiffer- 
ence. " May I accompany you P " 
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Słie madę no reply. He walked oa by 
her side. 

^' Are you satisfied with me P '' he asked, 
lowering his voice. " You haye heard what 
took place yeeterday, I snppose P *' 

" Yes, yes/* she answered in a whisper ; 
'^ that was yery good ; ^^ and she quickened 
her pace. 

" Then you are satisfied P " 

Liza only madę a sign of assent. 

•* Fedor Ivanovich," she began, presently, 
in a calm but feeble yoice^ ^' I wanted to ask 
you something. Do not come any morę to 
our house. Go away soon. We may see 
each other by-and-by — some day or other — 
a year hence, perhaps. But now, do this 
for my sake. In God's name, I beseech 
you, do what I ask ! " 

" I am ready to obey you in eyerything, 
Łizayeta Mikhailoyna. But can it be that 
we must part thus P Is it possible that you 
will not say a single word to me ? *' 
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" Fedor Ivanovich, you are walking here 
by my side. But you are already so far, 
far away from me; and not only you, 
but '' 

" Go on, I entreat you ! " exclaimed Lav- 
retsky. " What do you mean P " 

" You will hear, perhaps But what- 

ever it may be, forget No, do not 

forget me — remember me/' 

" I forget you ! " 

**Enough. FareweU. Please do not 
follow me." 

" Liza——" began Layretsky. 

" FareweU, fareweU ! " she repeated, and 
then, drawing her veil still lower over her 
face, she went away, almost at a run. 

Łayretsky looked after her for a time, and 
then walked down the street with drooping 
head. Presently he ran against Łemm, who 
alBo was walking along with his hat pulled 
Iow over his brows, and his eyes fixed on 
his feet. 
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They looked at each other for a time in 
silence. 

"Weil, włiat have you to sayP" asked 
Lavretsky at last. 

" What have I to say P " replied Łemm, 
in a surly voice. " I have nothing to say. 
' Ali is dead and we are dead/ {'Alles ist 
todt und mr sind todtJ) Do you go to the 
right ? '' 

"Yes/* 

" And I am going to the left. Good-bye/* 

Oa the following moming Layretsky 
took his wife to Lavriki. ' She went in front 
in a carriage with Ada and Justine. He 
foUowed behind in a tarantass. During the 
whole time of the joumey, the little girl 
never stirred from the carriage -window. 
Eyerything astonished her : the peasant 
men and women, the cottages, the wells, the 
arches oyer the horses' necks, the little bells 
hanging from them, and the numbers of 
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rooks. Justine shared her astonishment. 
Yairara Pavloviia kept laughing at their 
remarks and exclamations. She was in 
excellent spirits ; she had had an explana- 
tion with her husband before leaying O. 

"I imderstand your position," she had 
said to him ; and, from the expression of 
her quick eyes, he could see that she did 
completely iinderstand his position. " But 
you will do me at least this justice — you 
will allow that I am an easy person to liye 
with. I shall not obtrude myself on you, or 
annoy you. I only wished to ensure Ada's 
futurę ; I want nothing morę." 

" Tes, you have attained all your ends," 
said Łayretsky. 

** There is only one thing I dream of now ; 
to bury myself for ever in seclusion. But I 
shall always remember your kindness " 

" There ! enough of that ! '' said he, try- 
ing to stop her. 

" And I shall know how to respect your 
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tranąuiUity and your independence," sŁe 
continued, bringing her preconcerted speech 
to a close. 

Layretsky bowed Iow. Varvara tmder- 
stood that her husband silently thanked her. 

The next day they arriyed at Lavriki 
towards eveiimg. A week later Layretsky 
went away to Moseow, having left five thou- 
sand roubles at his wife^s disposal ; and the 
day after Lavretsky'8 departure, Panshine 
appeared, whom Varvara Pavlovna had 
entreated not to forget her in her solitude. 
She receiyed him in the most cordial 
manner ; and, till late that night, the lofty 
rooms of the mansion and the yery garden 
itself were enlivened by the soundsof nrnsic, 
and of song, and of joyous French talk. 
Panshine spent three days with Varvara 
Pavlovna. When saying farewell to her, 
and warmly pressing her beautiful hands, 
he promised to return very soon — and he 
kept his word. 



XLIII. 

Liza had a little room of her own on the 
second floor of her mother^s house — a bright, 
tidy room, with a bedstead with white cur- 
tains in it, a smali writing-table, seyeral 
flowerpots in the comers and in front of 
the Windows, and fixed against the wali a 
set of bookśhelyes and a crucifix. It was 
called the nursery ; Liza had been bom 
in it. 

After coming back from the church 
where Łayretsky had seen her, she set all 
her things in order with eyen morę than 
usual care, dusted eyerything, examined all 
her papers and letters from her friends, and 
tied them up with pieces of ribbon, shut up 
all her drawers, and watered her flowerSi 
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giying each flower a caressing touch. And 
all this she did deliberately, ąuietly, with a 
kind of sweet and tranquil eamestness in 
the expression of her face. At last she 
stopped still in the middle of the room and 
looked slowly arotmd her; then she ap- 
proached the table oyer which hang the 
crucifix9 fell on her knees^ laid her head on 
her clasped hands, and remained for some 
time motionless. Presently Marfa Timo- 
feeyna entered the room and found her in 
that position. Liza did not perceiye her 
arriyal. The old lady went out of the room 
on tiptoe, and coughed loudly seyeral times 
outside the door. Liza hastily rosę and 
wiped her eyes, which shone with gathered 
but not fallen tears. 

So I see you haye arranged your little 
celi afresh/' said Marfa Timofeeyna, bend- 
ing Iow oyer a young rose-tree in one 
of the flower-pots, "How sweet this 
smeUs!'' 
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Liza looked at her aunt with a meditative 
air. 

" What was that word you used P '' she 
whispered. 

"What word — whatP" sharply replied 
the old lady. "It is dreadful/' she con- 
tinuedy suddenly pidling off her cap and 
sitting down on Łiza's bed. " It is morę 
than I can bear. This is the fourth day 
I'ye been just as if I were boiling in a 
cauldron. I cannot any longer pretend I 
don't obserye anything. I cannot bear 
to see you crying, to see how pale and 
withered you are growing. I cannot — ^I 
cannot." 

** But what makes you say that, aunt P" 
said Liza. "There is nothing the matter 
with me, I " 

** Nothing P" exclaimed Marfa Timo- 
feeyna. " Tell that to some one else, not to 
me! Nothing! But who was on her 
knees just now P Whose eyelashes are still 
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wet wiih tears P Nothing ! Wliy, just look 
at yourself, what haye you done to yonr 
&ce P where are yonr eyes gone P Nothing, 
indeed ! Ab if I didn't know all ! '' 

''6iye me a littLe time, aunt. Ali tliis 
will pass away.*' 

" Will pass away ! Tes ; but when P 
Good heayens ! is it possible you haye loyed 
him 80 muchP Włiy, he is qiute an old 
fellow, Łizoclika ! WeU, well ! I donH 
deny he is a good man ; will not bite ; but 
what of that P We are all good people ; 
the world isn't shut up in a comer, there 
will always be plenty of this sort of good- 



ness." 



'^ I can assure you all this will pass away 
— all this has already passed away.'' 

" Listen to what I am going to tell you, 
Łizochka/' suddenly said Marfa Timofeeyna, 
making Liza sit down beside her on the 
bed, smoothing down the girFs hair, and 
setting her neckerchief straight while she 
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spoke. '' It seems to you^ in the heat of the 
moment, as if it were impossible for your 
wound to be cured. Ah, my love, it is only 
death for which there is no oure. Only 
say to yourself, * I won't give in — so much 
for him ! ' and you will be surprised your- 
self to see how well and how quickly it 
will all pass away. Only baye a little 
patience/' 

*'Aimt/' replied Liza, "it has already 
passed away. All bas passed away/' 

" Passed away ! how passed away P Why 
your nose has actually grown peaky, and 
yet you- say — * passed away/ Passed away 
indeed!" 

" Yes, passed away, aunt — ^if only you 
are willing to help me," said Liza, with 
imexpected animation, and then threw 
ber arms round Marfa Timofeeyna's neck. 
"Dearest aunt, do be a friend to me, do 
help me, don't be angry with me, try to 
understand me—" 
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" But what is all this, what is all this, my 
motherP Don't frighten me, please. I 
shall ery out in another minutę. Doii't 
look at me like that : quick, tell me what is 
the meaning of all this ! " 

"I — I want " Herę Liza hid her 

face on Marfa Timofeeyna's breast. "I 
want to go into a conyent," she said in a 
Iow tonę. 

The old lady fairly bounded off the 
bed. 

" Cross yourself, Łizochka ! gather your 
senses together ! what ever are you about P 
Heayen help you ! '' at last she stammered 
out. "Lie down and sleep a little, my 
darling. All this comes of your want of 
sleep, dearest." 

Liza raised her head ; her cheeks glowed. 

" No, aunt," she said, " do not say that. 

I have prayed, I have asked God's adyice, 

and I have madę up my mind. All is over. 

My life with you here is ended. Such 
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lessons are not giyen to us without a pur- 

pose ; besides^ it is not for the first time that 

I think of it now. Happiness was not for 

me. Eyen when I did indulge in hopes of 

happiness, my heart shuddered within me. 

I know all, both my sins and those of 

others, and how papa madę our money. I 

know all, and all that I must pray away, 

must pray away. I grieve to leave you, I 

grieye for mamma and for Łenochka ; but 

there is no help for it. I feel that it is im- 

possible for me to liye here longer. I haye 

already taken leaye of eyerything, I haye 

greeted eyerything in the house for the last 

time. Something calls me away. I am 

sad at heart, and I would fain hide myself 

away for eyer. Please don't hinder me or 

try to dissuade me ; but do help me, or I 

shall haye to go away by myself." 

Marfa Timofeeyna listened to her niecę 
with horror. 

"She is ill/' she thought. "She is 
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raying. We must send for a doctor ; but for 
whom P GedeonoYsky praised some one the 
other day; but then he always lies — ^but 
perhaps he has actually told the truth this 
time.*' 

But when she had become conTinced that 
Liza was not ill, and was not raTing — ^when 
to all her objections Liza had constantly 
madę the same reply, Marfa Timofeeyna 
was thoroughly alarmed, and beccune ex- 
ceedingly sorrowful. 

" But surely you don't know, my darling, 
what sort of life they lead in conyents I " 
thus she began, in hopes of dissuading her, 
" Why they will feed you on yellow hemp 
oil, my own ; they will dress you in coarse, 
very coarse clothing ; they will make you go 
out in the cold ; you will never be able to 
bear all this, Łizochka. All these ideas of 
yours are Agafla^s doing. It is she who 
has driven you out of your senses. But 
then she began with liying, and with liying 
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to her own satisfaction. Why shouldnH 
you live too P At all events, let me die in 
peace, and then do as you please. And 
who on earth has ever known any one go 
into a conyent for the sake of such-a-one, 
for a goafs beard — God forgiye me — ^for a 
man ! Why, if you're so sad at heart, you 
should pay a visit to a conyent, pray to a 
saint, order prayers to be said, but don't put 
the black yeil on your head, my bałymhktty 
my matł/ushka." 

And Marfa Timofeevna cried bitterly. 

Liza tried to console her, wiped the tears 
from her eyes, and cried herself, but main- 
tained her purpose unshaken. In her despair, 
Marfa Timofeeyna tried to tum threats to 
acoount, said she would reveal eyerything to 
Łiza's mother ; but that too had no effect. 
All that Liza would consent to do in conse- 
quenee of the old lady's urgent entreaties, 
was to put off the exeeution of her plan for 
a half year. In return Marfa Timofeeyna 

yoL. II. p 
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was obliged to promise that, if Liza had not 
changed her mind at the end of the 8ix 
months, she woiild Łerself assist in the mat- 
ter, and would contriye to obtain Madame 
KaKtine*s consent. 

As soon as the first cold weather arriyed, 
in spite of her promise to bury herself in 
seclusion, Varvara Pavlovna, who had pro- 
yided herself with snfficient funds^ migrated 
to St. Petersburg. A modest, but pretty set 
of rooms had been found for her there by 
Panshine, who had left the province of O. 
rather earlier than she did. During the 
latter part of his stay in O., he had com- 
pletely lost Madame Kalitine's good graces. 
He had suddenly given up yisiting her, and 
indeed scarcely stirred away from Layriki. 
Varvara Pavlovna had enslayed — ^literally 
enslayed him. No other word can express 
the imbounded extent of the despotic sway 
she exercised OYer him. 
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Layretsky spent the winter in Moscow. 
In the spring of the ensuing year the news 
reached him that Liza had taken the yeil in 
the B. convent, in one of the most remote 
districts of Bussia. 



EPILOGUE. 

EiGHT years passed. The spring had come 
again 

But we will first of all say a few words 
about the fate of Miklialevicli, PansŁine, 
and Madame Łayretsky, and then take leaye 
of them for ever. 

Mikhaleyicli, after much wandering to 
and fro, at last hit upon the business he was 
fltted for, and obtained the post of Head 
Inspector in one of the Goyemment Educa- 
tional Institutes. His lot thoroughly satis- 
fies him, and his pupils " adore " him^ 
though at the same time they mimie him. 
Panshine has adyaneed high in the service, 
and already aims at becoming the head of a 
department. He stoops a little as he walks ; 
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it must be the weight of the Yladimir Cross 
which hangs from his neck, that bends him 
forward. In him the official decidedly pre* 
ponderates over the artist now. His face, 
though stiU quite young, has grown yellow, 
his hair is thinner than it used to be, and he 
neither sings nor draws any longer. But he 
secretly oceupies himself with literaturę. 
He has written a little comedy in the style 
of a "proverb;" and — as every one who 
writes now constantly brings on the stage 
some real person or some actual fact — ^he has 
introduced a coquette into it, and he reads 
it confidentially to a few ladies who are very 
kind to him. But he has never married, 
although he has had many excellent oppor- 
tunities for doing so. For that Varvara 
Pavlovna is to blame. 

As for her, she constantly inhabits Paris, 
just as she used to do. Layretsky has 
oi)ened a private account for her with his 
banker, and has paid a sufficient sum to 



2 14 LIZA. 

ensure his being free from her — ^free from 
the possibility of being a second time iinex- 
pectedly yisited by ber. She bas grown 
older and stouter^ but sbe is still un- 
doubtedly bandsome^ and always dresses in 
taste. Eyery one bas bis ideał. Yaryara 
Pavlovna bas found bers — ^in tbe plays of 
M. Dumas jiU. Sbe assiduously freąuents 
the theatres in wbich consumptiye and 
sentimental Camelias appear on tbe boards ; 
to be Madame Doche seems to ber the 
height of human happiness. Sbe once an- 
nounced that sbe could not wish her 
daughter a bappier fate. It may, bowever, 
be expected that destiny will save Made- 
moiselle Ada from that kind of happiness. 
From being a chubby, rosy cbild^ sbe bas 
changed into a pale^ weak-chested girl^ and 
her neryes are already unstrung. The 
number of Varvara Pavlovna'8 admirers bas 
diminished, but they bave not disappeared. 
Some of them sbe will^ in all probability. 
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retain to tlie end of lier days. The most 
ardent of them in recent times has been a 
certain Zakurdalo-Skubymikof, a retired 
officer of the guard^ a man of about thirty- 
eight years of age, wearing long moustaches, 
and possessing a singularly yigorous frame. 
The Frenehmen who frequent Madame 
Layretsky^s drawing-room cali him le gros 
taureau de I' Ukrainę. Varvara Pavlovna 
never invites him to her fashionable parties, 
but he is in fuli possession of her good 
graces. 

And S0-— eight years had passed away. 
Again spring shone from heayen in radiant 
happiness. Again it smiled on earth and 
on man. Again^ beneath its caress^ all 
things began to love, to flower, to sing. 

The town of O. had changed but little in 
the course of these eight years, but Madame 
Ealitine^s house had, as it were, grown 
young again. Its freshly-painted walls 
shone with a welcome whiteness, while the 
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panes of its open windowa flashed ruddy to 
the setting sun. Out of these windowa 
there fiowed into the atreet mirtlifiil sonnda 
of ringing youthful yoicea^ of neyer-ceasing 
laoghter. Ali the houae seemed teeming 
with life and overflowing with irrepreasible 
merriment. Aafor theformermiatressof the 
houae, ahe had been laid in the grave long 
ago. Maria Dmitrieyna died two yeara 
afber Liza took the yeil. Nor did Marfa 
Timofeeyna long auryiye her niecę; they 
reat aide by aide in the cemetery of the town. 
Naataaia Garpoyna alao waa no longer aliye. 
During the courae of aeyeral yeara the 
faithful old lady uaed to go eyery day to 
pray at her friend^a graye. Then her time 
came, and her bonea alao were laid in the 
mould. 

But Maria Dmitrieyna^a houae did not 
paaa into the handa of atrangera, did not go 
out of her family — ^the neat waa not tom to 
piecea. Łenochka, who had grown into a 
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pretty and graceful girl ; her betrothed, a 
flaxeii-locked officer of hussars; Maria Dmi- 
trievna'8 son, who had only recently married 
at St. Petersburg, and had now arrived 
with his young bride to spend the spring in 
O. ; his wife'8 sister, a 8ixteen-year-old 
Institute-girl, with elear eyes and rosy 
cheeks; and Shurochka, who had also 
grown up and tumed out pretty — these 
were the young people who madę the walls 
of the Kalitine house resound with laughter 
and with talk. Eyerything was altered in 
the house, eyerything had been madę to 
harmonize with its new inhabitants. Beard- 
less young seryant-lads, fuli of fun and 
laughter, had replaced the graye old 
domestics of former days. A couple of 
setters tore wildly about and jumped upon 
the couches, in the rooms up and down 
which Boska, after it had grown fat, used 
to waddle seriously. In the stable many 
horses were stalled— clean-limbed canterers. 
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smart trotters for the centrę of the troika, 
fiery gallopers with platted manes for the 
side placesy riding horses from the Don. 
The hours for breakfast^ dinner^ and supper, 
were all niixed up and confounded together. 
In the words of the neighbours, " Such a 
state of things as neyer had been known 
before " had taken place. 

On the evening of which we are about 
to speak, the inmates of the Kalitine honse, 
of whom the eldest, Łenochka's betrothed, 
was not morę than fonr-and-twenty^ had 
taken to playing a gamę which was not 
of a very complicated naturę, but which 
eeemed to be very amusing to them, to judge 
by their happy laughter, — that of run- 
ning about the rooms, and trying to catch 
each other. The dogs, too, ran about and 
barked ; and the canaries which hung up in 
cages before the windows, straining their 
throats in rivalry, heightened the generał 
uproar by the piercing accents of their shrill 
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singing. Just as this deafening amuse- 
ment had reached its clima:^, a tarantasa^ 
all splashed with mud, drew up at the front 
gate, and a man about forty-five years old, 
wearing a travelling dress, got out of it and 
remained standing as if bewildered. 

For some time he stood at the gate with- 
out moying, but gazing at the house with 
obseryant eyes ; then he entered the court- 
yard by the wicket-gate, and slowly mounted 
the steps. He encountered no one in the 
yestibule ; but suddenly the drawing-room 
door was flung open^ and Shuroehka, all 
rosy red, came running out of the room ; 
and directly afterwards, with shrill cries, 
the whole of the youthful band rushed after 
her. Suddenly, at the sight of an unknown 
stranger, they stopped short, and became 
silent ; but the bright eyes which were fixed 
on him still retained their friendly expre8- 
sion, the fresh young faces did not cease to 
smile. Then Maria Dniitrieyna^s son ap- 
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proached the yisitor, and politely asked 
what he could do for hiiii. 

" I am Layretsky," said the stranger. 

A friendly ery of greeting answered him 
— not that all those young people were 
inordinately delighted at the arriyal of a 
distant and almost forgotten relatiye^ but 
eimply because they were ready to rejoice 
and make a noise oyer eyery pleasurable 
occurrence. They all inunediately sur- 
rounded Łayretsky. Łenochka^ as his old 
acquaintancey was the first to name herself^ 
assnring him that^ if she had had a yery little 
morę time, she would most certainly haye 
recognised him ; and then she introduced all 
the rest of the company to him, giying them 
aU, her betrothed included, their familiar 
forms of name. The whole party then went 
through the dining-room into the drawing- 
room. The paper on the walls of both 
rooms had been altered, but the fomiture 
remained just as it used to be. Łayretsky 
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recognised the piano. Even the embroidery- 
frame by tbe window remained exacily as it 
had been, and in the yery same position as 
of old ; and eyen seemed to haye the same 
unfinished piece of work on it which had 
been there eight years before. They placed 
him in a large arm-chair^ and sat down 
grayely around him. Questions, exclama- 
tionsy anecdotes, followed swiftly one after 
another. 

"What a long time it is sińce we saw 
you last ! " naiyely remarked Lenochka ; 
"and we hayen't seen Yaryara Payloyna 
either.'' 

" No wonder ! " her brother hastily inter- 
rupted her — " I took you away to St. Peters- 
burg ; but Fedor lyanich has liyed all the 
time on his estate.'' 

"Yes, and mamma too is dead^ sińce 
then." 

"And Marfa Timofeeyna," said Shu- 
rochka. 
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"And Nastasia Carpoyna/* continued 
Łenochka, " and Monsieur Lemm/* 

"WhatP is Łemm dead tooP'* asked 
Layretsky. 

" Tes," answered young Kalitine. ** He 
went away from here to Odessa. Some one 
is said to have persuaded him to go there, 
and there he died." 

" Tou don't happen to know if he left 
any musie behind P " 

**I don't know, but I should scarcely 
think 80." 

A generał silence ensued, and each one of 
the party looked at the others. A shade of 
sadness swept over all the youthful faces. 

"But Matros is aKve," suddenly cried 
Łenochka. 

" And GedeonoYsky is aliye," added her 
brother. 

The name of Gedeonoysky at once called 
forth a merry laugh. 

" Yes, he is still alive ; and he tells stories 
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just as he used to do," continued the young 
Kalitine — "only fancy! this mad-cap here" 
(pointing to his wife's sister the Institute- 
girl) "put a quaiitity of pepper into his 
8nuff-box yesterday." 

" How he did sneeze ! " exclaiined Len- 
ochka — and irrepressible laughter again 
broke out on all sides. 

" We had news of Liza the other day," 
said young Kalitine. And again silence 
fell upon all the circle. " She is going on 
well — ^her health is gradually being restored 
now." 

" Is she still in the same convent P " 
Layretsky asked, not without an effort. 

" Tes." 

" Does she ever write to you P " 

" No, never. We get news of her from 
other quarters." 

A profound silence suddenly ensued. " An 
angel has noiselessly flown past," they all 
thought. 
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" Woii't you go into the garden V^ said 
Kalitine, addressing Layretsky. **It is 
very pleasant now, although we have neg- 
lected it a Kttle." 

Layretsky went into the garden, and the 
first thing he saw there was that very bench 
on which he and Liza had once passed a 
few happy moments — ^moments that never 
repeated themselyes. It had grown black 
and warped, but still he recognised it, and 
that feeling took possession of his heart 
which is unequalled as well for sweetness as 
for bittemess — the feeling of Kvely regret 
for yanished youth, for once familiar happi- 
ness. 

He walked by the side of the young 
people along the alleys. The lime-trees 
looked older than before, having grown a 
little taller during the last eight years, and 
casting a denser shade. Ali the underwood, 
also, had grown higher, and the raspberry- 
bushes had spread yigorously, and the hazel 
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oopse w£is thickly tangled. From every side 
exhaled a fresh odour from the forest and 
the woody from the grass and the lilacs. 

" What a capital place for a gamę at Puss 
in the Comer!" suddenly cried Łenochka, 
as they entered upon a smali grassy lawn 
surrounded by lime-trees. " There are just 
five of us." 

'*But have you forgotten Fedor Ivan- 
ovichP" asked her brother; *'or is it your- 
self you have not counted P" 

Łenochka blushed a little. 

"But would Fedor Ivanovich like — at 
his age " she began stammering. 

"Please play away/' hastily interposed 
Layretsky; "don^t pay any attention to 
me. I shall feel morę comfortable if I know 
I am not boring you. And there is no 
necessity for your finding me something to 
do. We old people have a resource which 
you don't know yet, and which is better 
than any amusement — recoUection." 

V0L. II. Q 
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The young people listened to Layretsky 
with respectM, thoagh slightly Immorous 
politeness, just as if they were listening to a 
teacher who was reading them a lesson — 
then they all suddenly left him^ and ran off 
to the lawn. One of them stood in the 
middle, the others oecupied the fonr comers 
by the trees, and the gamę began. 

But Layretsky retnmed to the house, 
went into the dining-room, approached the 
piano^ and touched one of the notes. It 
responded with a faint but elear sound^ and 
a shudder thrilled his heart within him. 
With that notę began the inspired melody, 
by means of which, on that most happy 
night long ago, Lemm, the dead Lemm, 
had thrown him into such raptures. Then 
Layretsky passed into the drawing-room, 
and did not leave it for a long time. 

In that room, in which he had seen Liza 
so often, her image floated morę distinetly 
before him; the traces of her presence 
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seemed to make themselyes felt around him 
there. But his sorrow for her loss became 
painful and crushing ; it borę with it nonę 
of the tranąuillity which death inspires. 
Liza was still liying somewhere, far away 
and lost to sight. He thought of her as he 
had known her in actual life ; he could not 
recognise the girl he used to loye in that 
pale^ dim, ghostly form, half-hidden in a 
nim's dark robę, and surrounded by waving 
clouds of incense. 

Nor would Layretsky have been able to 
recognise himself, if he could haye looked 
at himself as he in fancy was looking at 
Liza. In the course of those eight years 
his life had attained its finał crisis — that 
crisis which many people neyer experience, 
but without which no man can be sufe of 
maintaining his principles firm to the last. 
Ile had really giyen up thinking about his 
own happiness, about what would conduce 
to his own interests. He had become calm. 
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and — why should we conceal the truth P — 
he had aged ; and that not in face alone or 
frame, but he had aged in mind ; for^ in- 
deedy not oniy is it difficult, but it is eyen 
hazardous to do what some people speak of 
— to presenre the heart young in bodily old 
age. Gontentmenty in old age^ is deseryed 
by him alone who has not lost his faith in 
what is goody his perseyering strength of 
will, his desire for active employment. And 
Layretsky did desenre to be contented ; he 
had really become a good landlord ; he had 
really learnt how to till the soil; and in 
that he laboured, he laboured not for him- 
self alone, but he had, as far as in him lay 
the power, assured, and obtained guarantees 
for, the welfare of the peasantry on his estates. 
Layretsky went out of the house into the 
garden, and sat down on the bench he knew 
80 well. There — on that loved spot, in sight 
of that house in which he had fruitlessly, 
and for the last time, stretched forth his 
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hands towards that cup of promise in which 
^foamed and sparkled the golden winę of en- 
joyment, — ^he, a lonely, homeless wanderer, 
while the joyous cries of that younger gene- 
ration which had already forgotten him 
came fiiying to his ears, gazed steadily at his 
past life. 

His heart became very sorrowful, but it 
was free now from any crushing sense of pain. 
He had nothing to be ashamed of ; he had 
many sources of consolation. "Play on, 
young yigorous lives ! " he thought — and his 
thoughts had no taint of bitterness in them 
— " the futurę awaits you, and your path 
of life in it will be comparatively easy for 
you. You will not be obliged, as we were, 
to seek out your path, to struggle, to fali, to 
rise again in utter darkness. We had to 
seek painfuUy by what means we might hołd 
out to the end — and how many there were 
amongst us who did not hołd out! — ^but 
your part is now to act, to work — and the 
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blesfling of old men like me sliall be with 
you. For my part, after the day I have^ 
spent here, after the emotions I have Łere 
eKperiencedy nothing remains for me but to 
bid you a last farewell ; and, although sadly, 
yet without a tinge of envy, without a single 
gloomy feeling, to say, in sight of death, in 
sight of my awaiting God, 'Hail, lonely 
old age ! Useless life, bum yourself out ! ' " 
Layretsky rosę up quietly, and quietly 
went away. No one observed him, no one 
preyented him from going. Łouder than 
ever soimded the joyous cries in the garden, 
behind the thick green walls of the lofty 
lime-trees. Layretsky got into his tarantasa, 
and told his coachman to drive him home 
without hurrying the horses. 

" And is that the end P " the unsatisfied 
reader may perhaps ask. " What beoame of 
Layretsky afterwards ? and of Liza ? '' But 
what can one say about people who are still 
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alive, but who łiaye aiready quitted the 
worldlystageP Whyshouldwe tum back to 
them P It is said that Layretsky has yisited 
the distant conyent in which Liza has hidden 
herself — and has seen her. As she crossed 
from choir to choir, she passed close by him — 
passed onwards steadily, with the quick but 
silent step of a nun, and did not look at 
him. Only an almost imperceptible tremour 
was seen to move the eye-lashes of the eye 
which was yisible to him ; only still Iower 
did she bend her emaciated face ; and the 
fingers of her clasped hands, enlaced with 
her rosary, still morę closely compressed 
each other. 

Of what did they both think P what did 
they both feel ? Who can know P who 
shall tell P Life has its moments — ^has its 
feelings — to which we may be allowed to 
allude, but on which it is not good to dwell. 

THE END. 



łohdok: 

pbiktkd bt yibtds and co^ 

citf boad. 



> 






i? 



M 



'4 

r 






r 



